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HART-LEAP WELL, 



rorkshi 



fr^m Eichmond in Y^rRshin, and near the side of the road 
vhich leads fiom Rhhmond to Atkrigg.' Its f^athe it derived 
from a remarkable chace, the memorj of ivhich is preserved 
hy the monuments spolen of in the second Part of the following 
Poem, ^otAiekmomtmenit do now eeeist as I have there detcrihed 
them. 



The Knight had ridden down from Websley moor 
With the slow mottoo of a samnier's doud; 
He tani*d aside towards a Vassal*s door^ 
And, *' firing another Horse K* lie cried aloud. 

^ Another Horse I"— -That ^oot the Vassal heard. 
And saddled his best steed, a Coa^dy Grey |- ' 
Sir Walter moimted him 5 he was the third 
Which he had moonted on that glorious day^ 
VoLU. A 
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Jo)r spai^kied ki the prancing Coursers eyes } 
The horse and JioiMKieii aic a ^^ppj ip^ir ; 
But. though Sir Walter tike a falcon flies. 
There is a doleful silence in the air. 

<& 
A. totit thk nomiiig hsk 0it Waltdr's HM^ 
That ad they gall<^*d made the echoes roar ; 
^Qt hmean^ mm are vaiii«h*d« m» Amd aU^ 
Such race, I think> was never seen before. 

Sir Waltcs, ^nsAm as a iremng mnd. 
Calls to tbe/fw tijwidojg^ that yet veooaia : 
Brach, Swift and Mxmc, nobkst ofthmriaa^ 
Followy andwcaiynp^tenwittfaiii stqag. 

11wX:ilglitiudlixl^> iK^^kidand^ShMrl'^eoi^ti 
With iop^iit fCtttotes'flfid v/p^ffaUkogi vienx t 
But breath and vye^ight ftU) iiadi m« ^ ^n6. 
The dogs MW ittttdi4 attMiig iSieiinotHitiwi IcMi. 
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Where is Ac ikemg^ ibm tmtik df tte cMmf 
The tegles lilac ioJQffiiliEjr w^re Ub#n^ 
-^ llus r«ee it laoks ant 1M» in «art% hMe f 
Sir Wiitcr Md dte itet «e *ift ^dlie^ 

The poor Haft toUt ihrng tfaeuKAiatiia aMB i 
I wUl not stop to leH how £ev 1m flftd^ 
Nor Witt I nietfd0& b^ yfkat deatE k«<ikd; 
But iKm the Kiiigfct iMhioldt Um lying <ML 

Dismoondag i\tA, he leati 'fl vgainat a Umiti i 
He had «> follower^ iog^ nor aian> imt bo^ : 
iiiiieldharinMck*dUiwliip» sor blear Ua bm^ 
Bttt gaa;*d ispon the apofl widi aiksnit jaf« 

Cateie k> the fhmi on vUiEh 8k Waiter laaiTfl^ 
Stood bis 4kmib pattiier in thb glmo«a iia $ 
Weak a» a Unab Ui6 hour that it it yaaii'4 
And fotfo^g like a tnCKUitttii cataradL 
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Upon his tide the Hart was lying 8tretch*d : 
His nose faalf-touch'd a spnng beneath a hill^ 
And with the last deq> groan his breath had fetched 
The waters of the spring were trembling stilL 

And noiw>. to» hap^ for repose or rest^ * 

Was never man iasuch a joyful case^. 
Sir Walter walk*d all rounds norths south and west^ 
Andjgaz'4» andgazUtipoa that darliog place^ 

And torning up the hill, it was aK least 
Nine roods of sheer ascent, ^ir Walter found. 
^Ilhree several marks which with his hoo6 the beast 
Had left imi^riatdd po the verdant grpimd. 

Sir Waller, wipedhis faee> and eried, '* Till now 
Such sight was never sedn by living eyes : 
Three leaps have borue him from this lofty brow^ 
Down to the veiy fonntain whece he lies.. 
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ril build a Pleadure-lioiisc^\>pbn this tpot> 
And a small Arbour, made for rural joy ; 
Twill be the traveller's shed, the pilgrim's cot^ 
A place of love for damsels that are coy. 

A cunning Artist will I have to frame 

A bason for that fountain in the ddl ; 

And they, who do make mention of the same> 

From this day forth, shall call it Hart-leap WdL 

And, gaUant brute ! to make thy praises known. 
Another monument shall here be rais'd ', 
Three several pillars, each a rough hewn stone. 
And planted where thy hoofii the turf have grax'd* 

And in the summer-time when days are long, 
I will come hither with my paramour. 
And with the dancers, and the minstrel's song. 
We will make merry in that pleasant bower« 
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im thelli^pdatioM ^ the movuilaim fkil 
My maiiflioQ vltk tto afbeur thall endure, 
— f 11i« jqf of them 'irlK> ^ tk% fields of Swale, 
And theoi who dwctt among the woods of \Jv^/* 

Then home he went^ and left the Haft^ stona*4ekd» 
"With breatl^ksss no6tr& fd^eteb^d above the afMriag. 
An4 soon.^ Knight perf<Mrin.'d what he had said. 
The f&xqt^ wheiaof through many a l^addid ring» 

^Bielhiloe Ihe fopoa intaber poet bad 8te^*d,, 
A cup of afeoBM^ naceivU iisn^ Uvmg weE; 
TJV^Q piHasB. of BBdefitone Sir W^tar re»?*d» 
. A|M)i.)>ip)| a ^nae* o£ pLsaspre in. «he ddk 



And,fi3g$rlk^&iantiiix, ioweraof siatuaetall 
With trailing' pbolfr ai|d toses were intcftwin!^ 
W)ik^ soon «o»pos6di a Mtde ayfaraa hally 
Alea^ ihflttM Aom^thfi sua ^ndiwind. 



y Google 



And tiuiiier> wheir the iommer cbji were Vaog^ 
Sir Walter joamey'd with hb paramoar f 
And with the dancers and Ihe minatrd's soog 
Made menimenl wkhin that pleasant bower. 

The Knight> %it Waker^ died im. eomt of timo^ 
And hb homtslie in hia paleroal Tal^.««« 
But there is matter for a aecond rbyme^ 
And I to tbir would add aqatfier takk. 
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FART SECOND. 



'J!hei noovuig accident k not my trade. 
To curl the blood I have no ready arts ; 
*Tis my d^ight^ alone in summer shade. 
To pipe a sieciple sopg: to thinking hearts. 

As I from Hawes to Richmond did repair. 
It cbanc*d that I saw standing in a deU 
Three aspins at three comers of a square. 
And one, not four yards distant, near a well. 

What this imported I could ill divine. 
And, pulling now the rein my horse to stop, 
I saw three pillars standing in a line. 
The last stone pillar on a dark hilUtop. 
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The trees woe gr^, with ndther arms tijor head } 
Half-wasted the square mound of tawny green i 
' So that you just.naight^say, as then I «aid« 
^' Here in old time the hand of man has iyeen.** 

£ looked upon the hiUs both &r and near $ 
More doleful i^ace did never eye snrvey ; 
It seem'd as if the spring-time came not here. 
And Natwe here were willing to decay. 

I stood in various thoughts and fancies lo6t» 
When one who was in Shepherd's garb attir'd. 
Came up the hollow. Him did I accost. 
And what this place might be I then inquired. 

The Shepherd stc^p'd, and that same story told 
Which in my former rhyme I have rehears*d. 
'' A jolly place," said he, '•' in times of old, 
But something ails it now j the st>6t is cura'd. 
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Some flay- drat they are beoche8> othen dim. 
These Yrom the Bovier ; and beie. a Manpicn stodd^ 
Tb6:i&Be8l palacfitaf a buodprd* realms. 

The arbpTsr doea it» owr coaditioD tdi> 
You see the etones^ the fbuotaiti, and the atream;^ 
But. as to the great Lodge> you mtght aa weU 
Hunt hal£ Q dajp for a forgotten di^eain; 

There'3 neithcF dbg nor heifer^ heme nor sheep^ 
Will, wefc hi» lips within that cup of stone j 
And^ oftentimssi when all ave fast asleep^ 
This: watpr dx^ send* fl>rth a dblbroua groan. 

Some S97 that here anmnder has been done, 
Andblood cries out for blood : but, for my part^ 
I've guessed, when I've been ntting in the sun. 
That it wa» aH frr that unhappy Hart. 
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What tkoughte jnpst Ihfoogb the ektitat^i hmnhttft 

passed ! 
To this fdace from tlie stone upon the steep 
Are but three bouncb, aod look. Sir, cit thk last I 
O Master ! it has been a cruel leap* . 

I'or thirteen houm be van a ddspemte-nioe ; 
And in my simple mind we eaaaot teU 
What cause ihc Hart migbt haw^to love Aisftlaee^ 
And come and make his death-bed near the welL 

Here no llie Spas9^ perhaps astoep he sank, 

I*ull*d by this iniiKaia in the sooMis^r-tkb i^ 

Thb waist was pcrhapsthe ft<8fr Ke ftrank ? 

When he had wander*d from lus mother's side. 

In .A^irilhere beneath the scented ^m 
He he«4 the birds their morning caroh sing. 
And he» perhaps* for aught we know, was bom 
Mot half a furlong from that self-same spring. 
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But now here 8 neither grass nor pleasant shade ; 

The sun on drearier hollow never shone: 

So will it be^ as I have often said^ 

Till trees^ and stones^ and fountam all are gone." 

*' Grey-headed Shepherd, thou hast spoken well -, 
Small difference lies between thy creed and mine ; 
This beast not unobserv'd by Nature fell. 
His death was moum*d by sympathy divine* 

The Being, that is in the clouds and air. 
That is in the green leaves among the groves. 
Maintains a deep and reverential care 
For them the quiet creatures whom he loves. 

The Pleasure-house is dust : — ^behind, before. 
This is no common waste, no common gloom ; 
But Nature, in due course of time,^ once more 
Shall here put on her beauty and her bloom. . 
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She leaves these objetfts to a slow decay 

lliat what we are^ and have been^ may be known f. 

But^ at the coming of the milder day^ 

lliese noonuments shall all be overgrown. ' 

One lesson^ Shepherd, let us two divide, 
Taught both by what she shews, and what concealib. 
"Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 
With sorrow of the meanest^ thing that feels. 
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There was a Boy, ye knew him well, ye Cliffs 
And Islands of Winander ! many a time. 
At evening, when the stars had just began 
To move along the edges of the hills. 
Rising or setting, would he •tan4 alone. 
Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering lake> 
And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands 
Press'd dosely pahn to palm and to his month 
Uplifted, he, ai through an instrument. 
Blew mimic faoetings to the silent owls 
That they might answer him. And they would shout 
Across the wat*ry vale and shout again 
Expensive to his call, with qmvering peals. 
And long halloos, and screams, and echoes loud 
Redoubled and redoubled, a wild scene 
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Of mirth and jocund din. And, when it chanced 
That pauses of deep silence mock*d his skill. 
Then, sometimes, in that silence, while he hung 
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprize 
His carried far into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents, or the visible scene 
Would enter unawares into his mind 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks^ 
Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, received 
Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

Fair are the woods, and beauteous/is the spot. 
The vale where he.was ham : the Choich-yard hangs 
Upon a slope above the village school. 
And there along that bank wh^ 1 have passed 
At evening, I believe, that ntst his grave 
A full half-hour together I have stood, ^ 

Mute-— —for he died when he was ten yean old; 
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The BROTHERS.* 



These Tourists^ Heaven preserve ub f needi must live 

A profitable life : some glance alongr 

Rapid and gay, as if the earth were air^ 

And they were butterflies to whetl about 

Long aft their sammer lasted 3 some^ aa-misci 

Upon the forehead of a jutting crag 

Sit perched with book and pencil on their knee^ 

And look and scribble^ scribble on and look^ 

Until a man might travel twelve stout miles> 

Or reap an acre of his neighbour's com. 



* This Poem was intended to be the concluding poem ofta series 
of pastorals^ the scene of which was laid among the mountains 
of Cumberland and Westmoreland. I mention this to apologise 
for the abrupmess with which the poem begins. 
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But^ for that moping son of Idleness 

Why can he tarry yonder ^— In our church-yard 

Is neither epitaph nor monument^ 

Tomb-stone nor name, only the turf we tread. 

And a few natural graves. To Jane, his Wife, 

Thus spake the homely Priest of Ennerdale;. 

It was a July evening, and he sate 

Upon the long stone -seat beneath* the eaves 

Of his old cottage, as it chanced that day. 

Employed in winter's ^ork. Upon the stone 

His Wife sate near him, teasing matted wool. 

While, from the twin cards tootb'd with glittering wire> 

He fed fhe spindle of his youngest cliild. 

Who tum*d her large round wheel in the c^en air 

With back and forward steps. Towards the field 

In which the parish chapel stood alone. 

Girt round with a bare ritig of mossy wall, - 

While half an hour went by, the Priest had sent 

Many a long look of wonder, and at last. 

Risen from his seat, beside the snowy ridge • 
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Of carded wool which the old Man had piled 

He laid his implements with gentle care. 

Each in the other lock*d ^ and, down the path , 

Which from his cottage to the church-yard led. 

He took his way, impatient to accost 

llie Stranger, whom he saw stUl lingering there, 

Twas one well known to him in former days, 
A Shepherd-lad : who ere his thirteenth year 
Had chang*d his calling, with the marineiB 
A fellow-mariner, and so had fared 
Through twenty seasons 5 but he had been rear*d 
Among the mountains, and he in hb heart 
Was half a Shepherd on the stormy seas. 
Oft in the piping shrouds bad Leonard heard 
The tones of waterfalls, and inland sounds 
Of caves and trees -, and when the regular wind 
Betweoo the tropics fiU'd the steady sail 
And blew with the same breath through days and weeks^ 
Lengthening invisibly its weaiy line 
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Along the doudlesa m^in> he^ in tliose houn 

Of tiresome iodoknce xfovld often hang 

Over the Tessers 8ide> and gaaie and gaze^ 

And« while the broad green wave and sparkling foam 

Flash*d round him images and hues, that wrought 

In mrioo with the emfdoyment of bU hearty 

He, thus by feverish passion overcome, 

£veo with the organs of his bodily eye. 

Below him, in the bosom of the deep 

Saw mountaim, saw the forms of sheqp that graz'd 

On verdant hills, with dweUings among trees> 

And Shepherds dad in the same country grey 

Which he fatmsdf bad worn.^ 

And now at length. 
From perils manlibkl, widi soQie smaU wealth 
Acquir*d by traffic in the Indum Isles, 
To hla ptttemal home he is returu'd. 



• This description of the Calenture is sketched from an impef- 
feft recoUeaicn of an admirable one in prose, by Mr. Gilbert, 
Author of the Hurricane. 
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Witli a deterroin'd purpose to resume 

The life whldi he liv*d there^ both for the sake 

Of many darHng pleasures, and the lore 

Which to an only brother he has borne 

Id all his hardships, since that happy time 

When, whether it blew foul or fair, they two 

Were brother Shepherds on their native hiUs, 

■ They were the last of all their race i and now> 

When Leonard bad approach*d his hdme, his heart 

PaiFd in him, and, not venturing to inquire 

Tidings of one whom he so dearly lov'd. 

Towards the church-yard he had tum*d aside, 

That, aa he knew in what particular spot 

His family were laid, he tbeoce might le«m 

If still his Brother liv*d, or to the file 

Another grave was added.-->He had foutid 

Another grave, near which a full half hour 

He had remained, but, as he gaz*d, there grew 

Such a confusion in his memory. 

That he began to doubt, and he hid hcpcs 
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That hs had soen this heap of turf befcN'cu 

That it was not another grave> but one> 

He had forgotten. He had lost his path,- 

As up the vale he came tliat afternoon. 

Through fields which once had been well known to him. 

And Oh ! what joy the recoUe^ion now 

Sent to his heart ! he lifted up hb eyes. 

And looking round he thought that he perceiy'd 

Strange alteration wrought on every side 

Among the woods and fields, and that the rocks. 

And the eternal hills^ themselves were chang'd. 

By this the Priest who down the field had come 
• Unseen by Leonard, at the church-yard gate 
Stopp*d short, and thence, at leisure, limb by limb 
He scanned him with a gay complacency. 
Aye, thought the Vicar, smiling to himself, 
Tis one of those who needs must leave the path • 
0[ the woiid's business, to go wild alone : 
His arms have a perpetual holiday. 
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The ha(pp7 man will creep aboat the fields 

Following his fancies by the hour> to bring 

Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles 

Into his face, until the setting sun 

Write Fool upon his forehead. Planted thus 

Beneath a shed that overarch'd the gate 

Of this rude church-yard, till the stars appear'd 

The good man might have commun'd with himself 

But that the Stranger, who had left the grave, 

Approach'd ; he recognized the Priest at once. 

And after greetings interchange, and given 

By Leonard to the Vicar as to one 

Unknown to him, this dialogue ensued. 

LEONARD. 

You live. Sir, in these dales, a quiet life : 

Your years make up one peaceful family ; 

And who would grieve and fret, if, welcome come 

And welcome gone, they are so like each other. 

They cannot be remember d. Scarce a funeral ^ 

Comes to this church-yard once in eighteen months $ 
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And yet^ some changei must take place among you. 

And you^ who dwell here> even among these rocks 

Can trace the finger of mortality. 

And see, that with our threescore years and ten 

We are not all that perish.— I remember. 

For many years ago I pass'd this road. 

There was a foot-way all along the fields 

By the brook^side-— *tis gone-^and that dark cleft ! 

To me It does not seem to wear the face 

Which then it had 

PRIEST. 

Whyi Sir, for aught I know. 
That chasm is mncfa the same<^ 

LEONARD. 

But, iurdy, ycfadsc^^ 
PRIEST. 
Aye, there indeed, your memory is a fiiend 
That does not play you false. — On that tail pike, 
(It is the loneliest place of all these hills) 
Tliere were two Springs which bubbled side by side^ 
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As if they had been made that they might be 
Companions for each other : ten years back. 
Close to those brother fountains, the huge crag 
Was rent with lightning •««• one b dead and gone. 
The other, kft behind, is flowing still.—— 
For accidents and changes such as these, 
Why we have store of them ! a water spout 
Will bring down half a mountain -, what a feast 
For folks that wander np and down like you. 
To see an acre's breadth of that wide cliff 
One foaiiog catarad — a sharp May storm 
W^ come with loads of January snow. 
And in one night send twenty score of sheep 
To feed the ravens, or a Shepherd dies 
£y some untoward death among the rocks : 
The ice breaks up and sweeps away a bridge— 
A wood te fdl'd :— and then for our own homes ! 
A child is bom or christen'd, a field plough*d, 
A daughter sent to service, a web spun. 
The old house cloth is deck*d with a new face $ , 
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And bence> so far from wanting fads or dat^ * 

To chronicle the time, we all have here 

A pair of diaries> one servings Siis 

For the whole dale> and one for each fire-side» 

Your*s was a stranger s judgment : for historians 

Commend me to these vallies. 

LEONARD. 

Yet your church-yard 
Seems^ if such freedom may be used with you. 
To say that you are heedless of the past. 
Here's neither head nor foot-stone, plate of brass. 
Cross-bones or skull, type of our earthly state 
Or emblem of our hopes : the dead man*s home 
Is but a fellow to that pasture field. 

PRIEST. 
Why there. Sir, is a thought that's new tBme. 
The Stone-cutters, *tis true, naight beg their bread 
If every English church-yard were like ours : 
Yet your conclusion wanders from the truth. 
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We have no need of names and epitaph!). 

We talk about the dead by our fire-sides. 

And then for our immortal part, ive want 

No symbols. Sir, to tell us that plain tale : 

The thomght of death sits easy on the man 

Who has been bom and dies among the mountains ; 

LEONARD. 

Your dalesmen, then, do in each other*s thoughts 
Possess a kind of second life : no doubt 
You, Sir, could' help me to the history 
Of half these Graves? 

PRIEST. 

With what I've witnessed, and with what Fve heard. 

Perhaps I might, and, on a winter's evening. 

If you were seated at my chimney's nook 

By turning o'er these hillocks one by one. 

We two could travel. Sir, through a strange round. 

Yet all in the broad high-way of the world* 

Now there's a grave— your foot is half upon it. 
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It looks ju&t like the rest^ and yet that mant' 
Died broken-hearted. 

LEONARD. • 

*Ti6 a'comoKm caae^ 
We*ll take another: who is he that lies 
Beneath yon ridge> the last of those three graves ^-— 
It touches on that piece of native rock 
Left in the church*^rd wall. 

PRIEST. 

That's Walter Ewbank. 
He had as white a headland fresh a cheek 
As ever were produced by youth, and age 
Engendering in.the blood of hale fourscore. 
For five long generations had the heart 
Of Walter's forefathers o'erflow'd the bounds 
Of their inheritance^ that single cottage. 
You see it yonder, and those few green fields. 
They toil'd and wrought, and still, frcxn sire to Bob, 
£ach Bktruggled, and each yielded as before 
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k little— yet a little— «nd old Wahcr^ 
They left to him the family heart, and land 
With other burthens than the crop it bore. 
Year after year the old man still preaerv*d 
A chearfiil mind^ and buifeted with bond>. 
Interest and mortgages ; at last he sank. 
And went into his grave before his time. 
Poor Walter ! whether it was care that spurred hhsii^ 
God only knows, but to the very la*t 
He had the lightest foot inEnnerdale : 
, His pace was never that of an old man : 
I almost see him tripping down the path 
With his two Grandsons after him*— 4)ut you>^ 
Unless our Landlord he your host to-night. 
Have far to travel, and in these rough paths- 
Even ta the longest day of midsummer — 

LEONARD. 

But these two Orphans ! 

PRIEST. 

Oiphans! sHcKthey wet&«» 
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Yet not while Walter liv'd — for, though their Parcnfct 

Lay buried side by side as now they lie> 

The old Man was a father to the boys. 

Two fathers in one father ; and if tears 

Shed, when he talk'd of them where they were not. 

And hauntings from the infirmity of love. 

Are aught of what makes up a mother's heart. 

This old Man in the day of his old age 

(Was half a mother to them. — If you weep. Sir, 

To hear a stranger talking about strangers. 

Heaven bless you when you are among your kindred^l 

Aye. You may turn that way — it is a grave 

Which wiU begtr looking at. 

LEONARD. 

These Boys I hope 
They lov'd this good old Man — 

PRIEST. 

They did — ^andtruQir^ 
But that was what we almost overlooked. 
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They were such darlings of each other. For 
Though from their cradles they had liv'd with Walter, 
The only kinsman near them in the house^ 
Yet he being pld, they had much love to spare. 
And it all went into each other's hearts. 
Leonard, the elder by just eighteen months. 
Was two years taller : 'twas a joy to see. 
To hear, to meet them ! from their house the School 
y/'aa distant three short miles, and ip the time 
Of storm and thaw, when every water-course 
And unbridg'd stream, such as you may have noticed 
Crossing our roads at every hundred steps. 
Was swoln into a noisy rivulet. 
Would Leonard then, when elder boys perhaps 
Remain*d at home, go staggering through the fords 
Bearing his Brother on his back.— I've seen him. 
On windy days, in one of those stray brooks. 
Aye, more than once I've seen him mid-leg deep. 
Their two books lying both on a dry stone 
Upon the hither side :-*and once I said. 
Vol. II. C 
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As I remember, looking rootid these rocks 
And hillgon which we all of im were bom> 
That God who made the great book of the woiM 
Would b)pss<6ueh i»et3M^ 

LEONARD. 

k vMf be then — 

PHIBST. 

Never did wiorthier h6» break English bread : 
The finest S^mdayvthsit the Autumn saw^ 
With dl'it* ipeaiy cktsteFs ofrrpe nuts. 
Could never keep these boys away from churchy 
Or tempt them to an hour of sabbath breach. 
Leonmtdaod JsiiiKS I I warrant, every comer 
.^Dieng dMs^^rooka and every hollow plaee 
Wh«r«'foet co«i}d come> fCKooeor botliol^^ham- 
Was knowa^as well as to the flowers th^ grew th^e. 
Like roe^buoks they went bounding o-er the hilte-: 
They play*d like two young ravens^oft the crags: 
Then they ceidd wrike> ay« and speak- too/ a»wclSi 
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As many of thbSr bbtten— end fol Leonard I 
The very night before he went away. 
In my own hoaie I put into his hand 
A Bible, and Vd wager twe&ty founds, 
That, if he is ali?e>, he has it yett 

LEONARD. 

It seems, these Brothers have not liv*d to be 
A comfort to each other. — 

PRIEST. 

That they might 
Live to that end, is what both old and yoon^ 
In thb oar vaUey all of us have wish*d. 
And what, for nqr part> I have oftto pray* d : 
But Leonard— 

LEONARD. 
Then James still is left among you— 

PRIEST. 
'Tb of the elder Brother I am speaking : 
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They had an Uncle, he was at that time 

A thriving man, and trafiick*d on the seas : 

And, bat for this same Uncle, to this hour 

Leonard had never handled rope or shroud. 

For the Boy lov d the life which we lead here 5 

And, though a very Stripling, twelve years old -, 

His soul was knit to this his native soil. 

But, as I said, old Walter was too weak 

To strive with such a torrent -, when he died. 

The estate and house were sold, and all their sheep, 

A pretty flock, and which, for aught I know. 

Had cldthed the Ewbahks for a thousand years. 

Well — all was gone, and they were destitute. 

And Leonard, chiefly for his brother's sake,. 

Besolv'd to try his fortune on the seas. 

'Tis now twelve years since we had tidings from him. 

If there was one among us who had heard 

That Leonard Ewbank was come home again^ 
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From the great 6aTel*> down by Leeza s Banki, 
And down the £nna, far as Egremont, 
The day would be a very festival. 
And those two bells of ours, which there yba see 
Hanging in the open air — but, O good Sir I 
This is sad talk — they'll never sound for him 
Living or dead — ^When last we heard of him 
He was in slavery among the Moors 
Upon the Barbary Coast — Twas not a little 
That would bring down his spirit, and, no doubt. 
Before it ended in his death, tlie Lad 



* The great Gavel, so called I imagine, from its resemblanoe 
to the Gable end of a house, is one of the highest of the Cum* 
berland mountains. It stands at the head of the several vftles oi 
Ennerdale, Wastdale, and Borrowdale. 

The Leeza is a River which follows into the Lake of Enner- 
dale : on issuing from the Lake, it changes its name, and is 
called the End, Ejne, or Enna. It falls into the sea a litde be- 
low EgremoDt. 
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Waii sadl^ ci08s!clHp<Poor Leonard ! nviienwepartod^ 
He took me by the hand aad said to me. 
If ever the da^ came vhen he was rich. 
He wcraM letmsn, and qb his .Father's Land 
He would grow old aoumg tu. 

LEOJStABD. 

iflMday 
Should Gome, 'tnwukineeds he a^ glad da^' foe Um f 
Ho voold hijnadf, mo d«ubt, be s^ happy then 
Ab any that sImnsM me€;tldo2r<»< 

Happy, Sir — 

LEONARD. 

You said his kindred aM; weft m thek graves*. 
And that 'he had one Brother — 

PRIEST. 

That is but 
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A fellow talc of sorrow. From his youth 

James^ though not sickly, yet was delicate. 

And Leonard being always by his side 

Had dorie so many c^ces about him. 

That, though he was not of a timid nature. 

Yet still the spirit of a mdUntain boy 

In him was somewhat check'd> and when his Bfothtr 

Was gone to aea ^nd he was left alotie 

The little colour that he had was soon 

Stolen from his cheek, he droop*d, and pinNi and pin d : 

LEONARD. 
But these are all the graves 6f Ml ptftrh fiM& 1 

PRIEST. 

Aye, Sir, that pass'd away : we took him to us* 
He t^av the di3d of all the dale^*4ie liv*d 
Three months with one, and six months with another : 
And wanted neither food, nor clothes, nor love, , 
And many, many happy days were hb. 
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But^ whether blithe or sad^ 'tis my belief 

His absent Brother still was at his heart. 

And, when he liv'd beneath our roof, we found 

(A pra6tice till this time unknown to him]^ 

That oflen, rising from his bed at night. 

He in his sleep would walk about, and sleeping 

lie sought his Brother Leonard-^ You are mov'd I 

Forgive me. Sir i before I spoke to you, 

I judged you most unkindly. 

LEONARD. 

But this youtl^. 
How did he die at last } , 

PRIEST. 

One sweet May morning. 
It will be twelve years since, when Spring reti^Tis>; 
He had gone forth among th^ new-dropped lambs, . 
With two or three companions whom it chanc'd 
Some further business summon'd to a house 
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Which stands at the Dale-head. James, tir'd perhaps. 

Or from some other cause remained behind. 

You see yon precipice — it almost looks 

Like some vast building made of many -crags. 

And in the midst is one particular rock 

That rises like a column from the vale. 

Whence by our Shepherds it is called, the Pillar. 

James, pointing to its summit, over which 

They all had purposed to return together, 

Inform*d them that he there wcHild wait for them r; 

They parted, and his comrades pass'd that way 

Some two hours after, but they did not find him 

At the appointed place, a circumstance 

Of which they took no heed : but one of them. 

Going by chance, at night, into the house 

Which at this time was Jameses home, there leam*d 

That nobody had seen him all that day : 

The morning came, and still, he was unheard of : 

The neighbours were alarm'd, and to the Brook 

Some went, and some towards the Lake 3 ere noon 
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They fomid htm at the foot c(f that same Roek 

Dead> and iv«ith. mangled limlM. Tbe third. day aftfcr 

I buried him, :poor.Lad> and there he lies. 

LEONARD. 

And that then is his gmve ! — Befere his death 
You said that he saw many happy years ? 

PRIEST. 
A^ie^ tibatiiexlid«i« 

LEONARD. 
And aU wflflft i^ellwhk initio 

PRIEST. 
Kfiie baA osk, tbe Lad had twenty h^tsteB. 

LEOHKBiD. 

And you believe then, that his mind was ^asy— • ^m 
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PRIEOT. 
Yes^ kmg before he died^ he found that time 
Is a true friend to somnr^ and unless 
His thoughts were tum*d on Leonard's luckless fortune. 
He t^*d about him with a ^diearfiil lova 

LEONARD 

He could iK)t come to an uobaUow'd end 1 

PRIEST. . 

Nav^ God £wbid ! You reootted I naenUo&^d 

A habit «phich disquietude aad.gndf 

Had brought upoo hitn, aud we 9H ooQfeQur'd 

That> as the day wa» warm, he badbjo down 

UpoB the grassj and, waiting* &r his ^mradea 

He there had fallen asleep, that in his sleep 

He to the maigio of the {Nredpice 

Had walk'd, and from the summit had Men head4<mg. 

And sp aprdoubt heperish'd : at the time. 

We gues3# that in bia hands he musthaye had 
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His Shepherd's staff; . for midway in the cliff 
It had been caught, and there for many years 
It hung — and moulder'd there. 

The Priest here ended — 
The Stranger would have thank'd him, but he fdt 
Tears rushing in ; both left the spot in silence. 
And Leonard, when they reached the church-yard gate. 
As the Ptiest lifted up the latch, turned round. 
And, looking at the grave, he said, '* My Brother/* 
The Vicar did not hear the words ; and now. 
Pointing towards the Cottage, he entreated 
That Leonard would partake his homely fiire : 
The other thank'd him with a fervent voice. 
But added, that, the evening being calm. 
He would pursue his journey. So they parted. 

It was not l6ng ere Leonard reached a grove 
That overhung the road : he there stopped short. 
And, sitting down beneath the trees, reviewed ' 
All that the Priest had said : his early years 
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Were with him in his heart : his cherish'd hopes^ 
And thoughts which had been his an hour before. 
All press d on him with such a weight, that now. 
This vale,, where he had been so happy, seem*d 
A place in which he could not bear to live : 
So he relinquish'd all his purposes. 
He traveird on to Egremont ; apd thence. 
That night, address'd a letter to the Priest 
Reminding him of what had passed between them* 
Andi adding, with a hope to be forgiven. 
That it was from the weakness of his heart. 
He had not dared to tell him, who he. was. < 

This done, he went on shipboard, and is now 
A Seaman, a grey headed Mariner. 
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ELLEN IRWIN, 

Or the BRAES of KIRTLE,^ 



Fair Ellen Irwin^ when she date 
Upon the Braes of Kirtle, 
Was lovely as a Grecian Maid 
Adom'd with wreaths of m)atle. 
Yoang Adam Bruce beside her lay. 
And there did they beguile the day 
With love and gentle speeches. 
Beneath the budding beeches. 



* The Kirtle is a River in the Southern part of Scodandy 
on whose hanks the events here related tooli place. 
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From many Kntghts and many Sqotrei 
The Bruce had been 8ele6led, 
And Gordon^ fairest of them alL 
By £lleii was rejeded. 
Sad tidings to that noUe Yoiidi ! 
For it may be predaim*d with truths 
If Bruce hath lov*d sincerely^ 
The Gordon loves as dearly. 

But vfhat is €rordoa*s beauteous face ? 
And what are Gordon's crosses 
To them who sk by Kiide*s Bmes 
Upon the verdant mosses ? 
Alas that ever hei was bDm! 
The Gordon^ canch^d bebinvl a :thorn^ 
Sees them and theii.caKssing^ 
Beholds them bless'df and UessiEBgk 
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Proud Gordon cannot bear the thoughts 
That through his brain are trayeiling. 
And, starting up, to Brace's heart 
He launched a deadly jav'lin.! 
Fair Ellen saw it when it came. 
And, stepping forth to naeet the same. 
Did with her body cover 
The Youth her chosen lover. 

And, falling into Bnice's arras. 
Thus died the beauteous Ellen, 
Thus from the heart of her true-love 
The mortal spear repelling. 
And Bruce, as soon as he had slain 
The Gordon, sail'd away to Spain, 
And fought with rage incessant 
Against the Moorish Crescent. 
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But many days' and many months. 
And many years ensuing. 
This wretched Knight did vainly seek 
The death that he was wooing : 
So coming back across the wave. 
Without a groan on £IIen's grave 
His body he extended. 
And there his sorrow ended. 

Now ye who willingly have heard 
The tale I have been telling. 
May in Kirkonnd church-yard view 
The grave of lovdy Ellen : 
By Ellen's side the Bruce is laid. 
And, for the stone upon his head^ 
May no rude hand deface it. 
And its forlorn Hie jacet 

Vol. II. D 
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Strange fits of pasiuoa I ba^eKDOwo, 
And I will dare to tell^ 
But in the lover's ear alone,. 
What once to me befel. 

Wlifen she I lov'dj was strong and gay 
And like a rose in June, 
'I to her cottage bent my way, 
Beneath the evening moon. 

Upon the moon T fix'd my eye^ 

All over the wide lea ; 

My horse trudg*d on, and we drew nigh 

Those paths so dear to n^. 
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And now we reach*d t!ie orchard plot. 
And, as we climb'd the&iU^ 
Towards the roof of Lucy's cot 
The moon descended eilSt. 

lo one of th«8e «w«et doeMU I dept» 
Kind Nature's gehtloBi hoan I 
And, all'tfiewhile> my fjm i kepfc 
On the descending moon. ' 

My horse mov'd on ; hoof ^%er hoof 
He rais'd and never* st^^d : 
When down behmd the cotiaige rctef 
At once the planet dropped. 

What fond aikt wa^ wavd ihougbtir wiUsKde 

Into a Lover's head— ^ 

" O mercy !'* td mysdf I cric6^ 

'' If Lucy should be deadl " 
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SONG. 



She dwelt among tb' untrodden wap 

Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praiae 

And veiy few to lovc« 

A Violet by a mossy atone 

Half-hidden from the Eye ! 
— Fair, as a star wfio^ only one 

Is shbing in the sky I 

She Sv'd unknown, and few oodd know 

When Lucy ceas*d to be j 
But she is in her Grave, and Oh I 

The difference to me. 
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A slumber did xnf ^irit seal> 

I had no homaa fears : 
She seemVi a thing that could not fed 

The touch of earthty yeais. 

No paotion has she now, no force 
She neither hears nor sees 

BoU'd round in earth's diurnal course 
With rocks and stones and trees ! 
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Tie WJTERFAlLoaathfi EGLANTINE. 



''Begone^ thou fond jmnwfhifliciB Jgtfc 
Exclaim'd a thnndering Voice> 
Nor dare to thrust thy foolish self 
Between me and my choice^ 
A falling Water swoln widi snows 
Thus spake to a^wor Briar-rose, 
That all bespattered With his foam. 
And dancing high, and dancing low. 
Was living, as a child might know. 
In an unhappy home. 
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" Dost thoa pitsimie my ccmtBt td bloek ? 

Off, off! or, punyThbg! 

Ill hurl thee headtotig with the rpdk 

To which thy fibres ding.** 

The Flood was tyranaont and ttrdog -, 

The patient Briar sofibr'd long, 

Nor did he utter gvoan cr sigh. 

Hoping the danger would be pass*d : 

But seeing no relief, at last 

He ventur'd to reply. 

'< Ah I*' said the Briar, *' Blame, me not! 
Why should we dwell in strife } 
We who in this> oar natal spot. 
Once Mv*d a happy life ! 
You stirr*d me on my rocky bed— 
What pleasure tlna* my veiaB you spread! 
The Summer long from day to day. 
My leaves you freshen*d and bedewed $ 
Nor was it qommoR gratitude 
That did your cares reppy« 
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When .Spring dnnecit.^irith boi and-'bd^ » 

Among tbese rocks did I 

Before yoa hang mjr Wieatk to tcA 

That gentle days were nigh! 

And in the sokzy summer horns 

I slieUer'd yaa with leaves and io«ei» ^ . 

And in my leaves now shed and gone 

The linnet lodg*d and for us two 

Chaunted his pretty songs when you 

Had little voice or none. 

But now proud thoughts are in your breast- 

What grief is mine you see. 

Ah ! would you thinks ev*n yet how blest 

Together we might be 1 ; 

Though of both leaf and flower bereft,. 

Some ornaments to me ajo-left^ 

Rich store of scarlet hips is mine. 

With which- 1 in my humble way 

Would deck you many a Winter's day» 

A happ^ Eglantine !'* 
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What mart he uad, I cansot txUl. 
The stream, came thundering down the delt 
And gallop'd loud and fast ^ 
^I listen'd^ nor aught else could h«ar^ 
The Briar quak'd and much I fear,. 
Those accctalB ^ere hia last. 
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The OAK and the BROOM, 
A PASTORAL. 



His simple truths did Andrew glean 
Beside the babbling rills ; 
A careful student he had been 
Among the woods and hills. 
One winter's night when through the Trees 
The wind was thundering, on his knees 
His youngest bom did Andrew hold : 
And while the rest, a ruddj quire 
Were seated round their blazing fire. 
This Tale the Shepherd told. 
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I saw a crag^ a I0A7 ^^^^ 

As ever tempest beat ! 

Ottt of its h^i fui ,99k'h»d fr««w» 

A Broom out of its feet, 

The time vas M^^ a ohe^^rfid 9Mn/«<» 

The thavKWMd wUh 4^e boMth 9fJw0 

Breath'd gently from^fc^ ymimSmilkrW^ft.i 

When in a jfoiffQ f»A0^ mi/ih $1^0 

This Oak, hai^j^gff^^Mfjmtfh 

His neighbour tlius addrqw*4' 

*' Eight weary w«^^ tiixe* i^^k mA <^ 

Along this mountain's edge 

The Frost bath •wijapgbt botb DJI«ilt wd^^. 

Wedge driving after w^g«. 

Look up, and 4biak> ahov(S jWPr )m^ 

What trouble sure]^ wjU 4)^ bn^ ^ 

Last night I be^^«fi99b^*4B Ini^ 

The splinters t^ipk ^uwlterwrwl-^ 

I see <tk;m ym4«^**rWl^9iit 4 tefid ' 

For such a Thing as you ! ^ 
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Even such m liiftD^h&mylat: 
What cause have I te^ Bftrortf 
My heart with terrors T Am I not 
In truth a favor'd plant ! 
The Springy fk me £f garland wt^yt» 
Of yeDow flowers and verdant leaves. 
And, when the Frost h tn tbef skf. 
My branches afre so ftesh and gay 
That You might \ffok on vtst ^d say 
This plant can never die. 

.The butterfly, all gfcea snrd gold. 
To me hath often ffci^vn. 
Here in my Blossomsr to* bdiold' 
Wings lovely as his own. 
When grass is (ShSf ^th rain or dew. 
Beneath my shade the mmher eW8 
Lies with her infant hn^, t see 
The love, they to eacfrotiw make, 
And the sweeif j^, widch' Acy paitakfe; 
It is a joy tome.'* 
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Her voice was blithe, her heart was light ; 
The Broom might have pursued 
Her speech, until the stars of night 
Their journey had renewed. 
But in the branches of the Oak 
Two Ravens now began to croak 
Their nuptial song, 'ar gladsome air; 
And to her own green bower the breeze 
That instant brought two stripling Bees 
To feed and murmur there. 

One night the Wind c^me from the NortK 

And blew a furious blast. 

At break of day I vCntur'd forth 

And near the Cliff I pass'd. 

The storm had falFn upon the Oak 

And struck him wifh a miglity stroke. 

And whirFd and whirl'd him far away ; 

And in one hospitable Cleff 

The little careless Broom was left 

To live for many a day. 
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LUCr GRAY. 



Oft I bad beard of Lacj Gray, 
And when I crossed the Wild, 
I chanc'd to see at break of daf 
The so]itsry Child. 

No Mate, no comrade Lucy knew; 
She dwek on a wild Moor, 
The sweetest Thing that ever grew 
Beside a human door 1 

You yet may spy the Fawn at play. 
The Hare upcm the Green ; 
But the sweet face of hucy Gray 
Will never more be seen. 
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* To-night will be a stormy night. 
You to the Town muat go. 
And take a lantern. Child, to light 
Your Mother thro* the snow." 

" That, Father ! will I gladijr do j 
Tis scarcely afternoon — 
The Minster-clock has just strack two. 
And yonder is the Moon." 

At this the Father rais*d his book 
And snapped a faggot-band j 
He plied his work, and Lucy took 
The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain roe. 
With many a wanton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powd'ry $now 
That rises up like smoke. 
Vol. II. E 
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The storm came bii before its time. 
She wandcr'd up and down. 
And many a biU did Lucy ciimb 
But never reached the Town. ; 

The wretched Patents ^1] that night 
Went shouting far and wide $ 
But there was neither sound n6r sight 
To serve them for a guide. 

At day-break on a hill thcj^ stood 
That overlook' d the Moor ^ 
And thence they saw the Bridge of W6od 
A furlong from their door. 

And now they homeward tum'd, and cry'd; 
*' In Heaven we all shall meet ! 
When in the snow the Mother spied. 
The print of Lucy's feet. 
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Then downward from the steep hllVs edge 
They tracked the footmarks small 5 
And through the broken hawthom-hedge> 
And by the long stone-wall 3 

And then an open field they cross'd. 
The marks were still the same ; 
They tracked them on, nor ever lost. 
And to the Bridge they came. 

They followed from the snowy bank 
The footmarks, one by one. 
Into the middle of the plank. 
And further there were none. 

Yet some maintain that to this day 
She is a living Child, 
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome Wild. 
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0*er roagh and smooth she trips along. 
And ueypt looks behind j 
An^ sings a solitary song 
That whistles in the wind. 
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Tbe IDLE SHEPHERD BOYS, 

OR 

DUNGEON-GILL FOSCE,* 

A PASTORAL, 



L 

The vallley rings with mirth and joy^ 

Among the hilk the Echoes play 

A BCFer, neiFer eiuUng song 

To welcome in the May. 

Tke Magpie chatters with delightj 



* G91 in the dialed -of Cutnberioad and Wetttnordandls 
» short and for the mostpart a steep nariow valley, with 
ft stream running through it. Force is the word uniYef« 
<% ei^ployed in these diaieas for W^uerfidl. 
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The iDountain Raven's youngling Brood 
Hav.e left the Mother and the Nest, 
And they go rambling east and west 
In search of their own food. 
Or thro* the glittering Vapors dart 
In veiy wantonness of Heart. 

II. 

Beneath a rock>'upbh the grass. 
Two Boys are sitting- in the $un j 
It seems they have no Work to do 
Or that their work is done. 
On pipes of sycimore they pl^y 
The fragments of a Christmas Hymn, 
Or with that plant which in our dale 
We call Stag-horn> w Fox s Tail 
Their ttisty Hats they' trim : 
And thus as happy as the Day^ 
Those Shepherds wear the time away. 
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111. 

Along the river's stony marge 

The sand-lark chaunts a joyous song j 

The thrush is busy in the Wood/ 

And carols loud and strong* 

A thousand lambs are on the rocks. 

All newly bom ! both earth and sky 

Keep jubilee, and more than all> 

Those Boys with their green Coronal, 

They never hear the cry. 

That plaintive cry ! which up the hill 

Comes from the depth ef Dungeon-Gill. 

IV. 

Said Walter, leaping from the groand> 
'* Down to the stump of yon old yew 
ril run with you a race."— No more— 
Away the Shepherds flew; 
They leapt, they ran, tod when they came 
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Right opposite to Dungeon-Gill, 
Seeing, that he should lose the prize, 
" Stop !" to his comrade Walter cries — 
James stopped with no good will : 
Said Walter then, " Your task is here. 
Twill keep you working half a year* 

V. 

Till yon have crossed where I shall cross. 

Say that youll neither sleep nor eat.** 

James proudly took him at his word. 

But did not like the feat. 

It was a spot, which yap may see 

If ever you to Langdale go : 

Into a chasm a mighty Block 

Hath fallen, and made a bridge of rock ; 

The gulph is deep below. 

And in a bason black and small 

BeceiYes a lofty Water£iil]« 
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VI. 

With staff in hand across the cleft 
The Challenger began his march ; 
And now^ all eyes and feet, hath gain*d 
The middle of the arch. 
When list ! he liears a piteous 4iioan— 
Again I his heari within him dies— 
His puke is 8topp*d« his breath is lost» 
He totters, pale as any ghost. 
And, looking down, he spies 
A Lamb, that in the pool is pent 
Within that black and frightful sent 

VII. 

The Lamb had slipp*d mto the stream. 
And safe without a bruise or wound 
The Catarad had borne him down 
Into the gulph profound. 
His dam had seen iiim when he fell. 
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She saw him down the torrent borne ; 

And while with all a mother's love 

She from the lofty rocks above 

Sent forth a cry forlorn^ 

The Lambj still swimming round and round 

Made answer to that plaintive soiind. 

VIIL 

When he had learnt^ what thing it was. 
That sent this rueful cry 5 I ween, 
The Boy recovered heart, and told 
The sight which he had seen. 
Both gladly now deferr'd their task | 
Nor was there wanting other aid— 
A Poet, one who loves the brooks 
Far better than the sages' books. 
By chance had thither stray'd ; 
And there the helpless Lamb he found 
By those huge rocks encompass'd round. 
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He drew it gcndy from the pool^ 

And brought it forth into the light : 

The Shepherds met him .with his charge 

An unexpe£ted sight ! 

Into their arms the Lamb they took. 

Said they, *' He's neither maim'd nor scan:*d** 

Then up the steep aseent they hied 

And placed him at his MotHer*8 side ; 

And gently did the Bard' 

Those idle Shepherd->bpys upbraid. 

And bade diem better j:mnd .their trade* 
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*T\b «aid^ that aomeliaveclied for love ^ 

And here and there a church-yard grave is found 

In the cold North's unhallow'd ground. 

Because the wretched man himself had slain. 

His love was such a grievous pain. 

And there u one whomi I five yean have known -, 

He dwells alone 

Upon Helvdljn'^ «ide. 

He loved ^Thc pretty Barbara died. 

And thus he makes his moan : 

Three years had Barbara in her grave been laid 

When^thus his moan he made. 
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Oh ! move thou Cottage f^om behind that oak 

Or let the aged tree uprooted lie. 

That in some other way yon smoke 

May mount into the sky ! 

The clouds pass on -, they from the Heavens depart : 

I look— the sky is empty space j 

I know not what I trace 5 

But when I cease to look, mjr hand is oa my heart. 



O ! what a weight Is in these shades ! Ye Ieaves> 

When will that dying murmur be suppressed ? 

Your sound my heart of peace bereaves. 

It robs my heart of rest. 

Thou Thrush, that singest loud and loud and free^ 

Intp yon row of willows flit. 

Upon that alder sit j 

Or sing another song, or chuse anothq: tree 
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Roll back> sweet rill ! back to thy mountain bounds. 

And there for ever be thy waters chain'd ! 

For thou dose haunt the air with sounds 

That cannot be sustained -, 

If still beneath that pine-tree's ragged bough 

Headlong yon waterfall must come> 

Oh let it then be dumb ! — 

Be any thing, sweet rill, but that which thou art now. 

• 
Thou Eglantine whose arch so proudly towers 

(Even like a rainbow spanning half the vale) 

Thou one fair shrub, oh ! shed thy flowers. 

And stir not in the gale. 

For thus to see thee nodding in the air. 

To see thy arch thus stretch and bend. 

Thus rise and thus descend, 

Disturbs me, till the sight is more than I can bear. 



y Google 



79. 

The man who makes this feverish complaint 
Is one of giant stature^ who could dance 
Equipp'd from head to foot in iron mail. 
Ah gentle Love ! if ever thought was thine 
To store up kindred hours for me> thy face 
Turn firom me, gentle Love, nor let me walk 
Within the sound of Emma's voice^ or know 
Such happiness as I have known to-day. 
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POOR SUSAN. 



At the ccftticf of Wood-Street, when day-light appears. 
There's a Thrash that sings loud, it has sung for three years : 
Poor Susan has passVi by the spot and has heard 
In the siknee of mi^ning the song of the bird. 

*Tis a note of enchantment 5 what ails her ? She seea 
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees -, 
Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide. 
And a river £ows on through the vale of Cheapside. 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale, 
Down which she so often has tripp'd with her pail. 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove*8. 
The only one dwelling on earth that she loves. 



y Google 



81 



She looks, and her heart is in Heaven^ but they hie, 
The>mist and the river, the hill and the shade; 
The stream will not flow, and the hill will not riie> 
And the colours have all pass'd away from her qres. 

Poor Outcast! return-— to receive thee once more 
The house of thy Father will open its door. 
And thou once again, in thy plain rosset gown« 
May St hear the thrush sbg from a tree of its ow»« 



Vol. n. 
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INSCRIPTION 

F^r m (Sfif tOltfitkt MEitMJTAGE smd ft St. Htrberft 

JslanJf Der'mtnt-Water* 



If thou in the dear bre ti sodneoQe friend 

Hast been s6' happfy that t^ou know'st wlilat tlMUglits 

Will, sometimes, in the happiness of love 

Make the heart sink, then wilt thou reverence 

This quiet spot. St. Herbert hither came 

And here, for many seasons, from the world 
Removed, and the affei^ions of the world 
He dwelt in solitude. He living here, . 
This is]and*s sole inhabitant ! had leA 
A Fellow -labourer, whom the good Man lov*d 
As his own soul 3 and when within his cave 
Alone he knelt before the crucifix 
While o*er the lake the ^atarad of Lodore 



y Google 



83 

Peal*d to his orisons, and when he pac'd 
Along the beach of this small isle and thought 
Of his Companion, be had pra/d that both 
Might die in the same moment. Nor in^aiq 
So pray'd he : — as our Chronicles report. 
Though here the Hermit number'd his last days, 
Far from St. Cuthbert his beloved friend. 
Those holy men both died in the same hour. 
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INSCRIPTION 

For the House fan OufhouseJ on the Island at Grasniere, 



Rude is this £difice« and Thou hast seen* 

Buildings^ albeit rude^ that have maintain*d 

•Ftoportions more harmonious, and approached 

To somewhat of a closer fellowship 

With Uie ideal grace. Yet as it is 

Do take it in good part; for he^ the poor 

Vitruvius of our village, had no help 

From the great city j never on the leaves 

Of red Morocco folio saw display*d 

The skeletons and pre-existing ghosts 

Of Beauties yet unborn, the rustic Box, 

Snug Cot, with Coach-house, Shed and Hermitage. 

It is a homely pile, yet to these walls 
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The heifer comes in the snow-storm, and here 
The new-dropp*d lamb finds shelter from the wind. 
And hither does one Poet sometimes row 
His pinnace^ a small vagrant barge^ up-piled 
With plenteous store of heath and withered fern, 
A lading which he with his sickle cuts 
Among the mountains, and beneath this roof 
He makes his summer couch, and here at noon 
Spreads out his limbs, while, yet unborn, the sheep 
Panting beneath the burthen of their wool 
Lie round him, even as if they were a part 
Of his own household : nor, while from his bed 
He through that door-place looks toward the lake 
And to the stirring breezes, does he want 
Creations lovely as the work of sleep. 
Fair ught8> and visions of romantic joy. 
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tb^ 8£KmN; 



Let thy ^1i6fel-bjHtx3% aimt. 

Whdr«fiM-c, Sttrtota, piHng still 

fciaiy%ttnc^h<Htie botie on'llfoitfe ? 

•TisalreadylfkCabii 

In a field cffbattte maiffc, 

Wh^6 tau^b Hibti^Md tUMssttc laid. 

— ^^^'kesie^fe^d te{«T!ice eatdi with tfbe other. 

Father, Siit^, PH^d, attd Broths. 

Mark the spot^b^hH* 1 p<:>ftlt1 
From this platform eight feet square 
Take not even a finger-joint : 
Andrew's whole fire-side is there. 
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Here, alopc, \^^rptiliim4^m> 
Simon's sic^ Pav^lH^r )^ 
From wcakne^fi, .pft^, ^^jj^^,4^£^i^ 
Whom bp,twfilty )Vf}^|s,te|j4fii. 

Look but at the gardener^s pride^ 

How he glories^ when he sees 

Roses^ lilies, side by side, 

Violets in families. 

By the heart of Man, his tears. 

By his hopes and by his fears. 

Thou, old Grey-beard ! art the Warden 

Of a far superior garden. 

Thus then, each to other dear^ 
Let them all in quiet lie, 
Andrew there and Susan here> 
Nejghtiqvrs in mort^U^r. 
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And should I live through sun and rain 
Seven widow'd years without my Jane, 
O Sexton^ do not then remove her> 
Let one grave hoU the Lov'd and Lover ! 
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ANDREW JONES. 



I hate that Andrew Jones : he'll breed 
His children up to waste and pillage. 
J wish the press-gang oi the drum 
With its tantara sound would come^ 
And sweep him from the village ! 

I said not this^ be^atise he loves ' 
Through the long day to swear and tipple; 
But for the poor dear sake of one 
To whom a foul deed he had done^ 
A friendless Man^ a travelling Cripple I 
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For this poor crawling helpless wretch 
Some Horseman who was passing hy, 
A penny on the |;romid had thrown ; 
fiat the poor Cripple was alone 
And could not stoop-— no help was nigh. 

Inch-thick the dost 1^ on the ground 
For it had long been dwofjkty weather : 
So with hi^ staffitJie Cripple wrought 
Among the ditft 4x11 he had buMght 
The hal^ennies togeliher. 

It chanc'd that Andrew pass^that way 
Just at the tiine 5 and theve he foAtuid 
The Cripple in tbe^inid«di^ heat 
Standing alone, and at his feet 
He saw the ft^ony qp' the ground. 
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He stopped and took the penny up : 
And when the Cripple nearer drew. 
Quoth Andrew, " Under half-a-crown^ 
What a man finds is all his own. 
And so, my Friend, good day to you/' 

And bence I said, that Andrew's boys 
Will all be trained to waste and pillage ) 
And wished the prolsrgaD|^> tor diednim 
Wkh its tantana-eouiid, ivrodd ooitoe 
ikAd/»We^ ium botu the village ! 
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Tbt TWO THIEVES, 

Or the last Stage of AFARICE, 



Oh now that the genius of Bewick were mine 
And the afcill which he learn*d on the Banks of the l^ne; 
When the Muaes might deal with me just as they chose 
For rd take my last leave both of verse and of prose. 

What feats would I work with my magical hand ! 
Book-learning and books should be banish'd the land 
And for hunger and thirst and flbch troublesome calls 
Every ale-house should then have a feast on its walls. 
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The Traveller would hang his wet clothes on a chair 
Let them smokci let them hum, not a straw wovdd he care. 
For the Prodigal Sod, Joseph's Dream and his Sheaves, 
Oh what wotdd they be to my tale of two Thieves I 

Little Dan is unbreech*d, he ts ihttt birth-days old. 
His Grandsire that age more than thirty times told. 
There's ninety good seasons of fair and foul weather 
Between them, and both go a stealing together. 

With chips is the Carpenter strewing his floor } 
Is a cart-load of peats at an old Woman's door ? 
Old Daniel his hand to the treasure will slide. 
And his Grandson s as busy at work by his side. 

Old Daniel begins, he stops short and his eye 
Through the lost look of ^tage is cunning and sly. 
Tis a look which at this time is hardly his own, 
£ut tells a plain tale of the days that are flowa. 
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Dan ODoe bid) a heart whieb wa» moT*d b^^ tha wires 
Of marulbli p!«a9ares and many ddsipes : 
And what if he oherisb'd his purse ? Twas no more 
Than treading a path trod by thousanda before. 

Twag » path tpod by thousands^ bat Daniel is one 
Who went sosnething farther than others have gone'; 
And BOW wkh old I^miel you ^e how it fare9 
You see to< what end he has bisDUght his grey hair&. 

[ The pair sa%^ feith band in hand ; ere the kin 
Has peered oTer the beeehes their work i| begun : 
And yet into whenever m thty ms,^ fati. 
This Child bot half kiiom it md that not at all. 

They hunt fbrongh the street with deliberate tread^ 
And eadi in his turn is both trader and led 5 
And wherever they carry their plots and their wiles, 
Eveiy face in the viNage is dimpled with smilca. 
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Neither check'd by the rich nor the needy they roam. 
For grey-headed Dan has a daughter at home j 
Who will gladly repair all the damage that's done. 
And three, were it ask*d, would be rendered for one. 

Old Man I \^'om ro oft f with pity have tfd, 
I love thee and love the sweet boy at thy srde : 
Long yet mdy*st thoif live, fot a teacher we ^ee 
That lifts up the Veil ot ouf natarfe in thee. 
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A whirl-blast from behind the hSl 
Riish*d o'er the wood with startling sound : 
Then all at once the air was still. 
And showers of hail-stones patter*d round. 
Where leafless Oaks tower'd high above, 
I sate within an undergrove 
Of tallest hollies, tdi and green, 
A faurr bower was never seen. 
From y6ar to year the spacious floor 
With witherd leaves is cover*d o*er> 
You could not lay a hair between : 
And all the year the bower is green. 
But see ! where'er the hailstones drop 
The withered leaves all skip and hop. 
There's not a breeze — ^no breath of air- 
Yet here, and there, and every where 
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AloDg the iloor^ beneath the shade 
By those embowering hollies oiade. 
The leaves in mTriads jivnp and springs 
As if with pipes and music rare 
Some Robin Good-fellow were there« 
And all those leaves^ that jump and springs 
Were each a jojrousj living thing. 

Oh! grant me Heaven a heart at ease 
That I may never cease to find^ 
Even in appearances like these « 
Enough to nourish and to stir my mind! 



V«1.1L 
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Fon THm 
WANDERING JEfF. 



Though the torrents from their fountains 
Roar down many a craggy steep> 
Yet they find amoi^ the mountains 
Resting-places ca)m an<l deep. 

Though aknost with eagle pinion 
0*er the rocks the Chamois roam> 
Yet he has some small dominion 
Which no doubt he calls his home. 

If on windy days the Raven 
Gambol like a dancing sk^^. 
Not the less he loves his haven 
On the bosom of the tliff. 
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Though the Sea-horse in the ocean 
Own no dear domestic cave j 
Yet he slumbera without motion 
On the calm and silent wave. 

Day and night mj toils redouble ! 
Never nearer to the goal> 
Night and day, I fed the trouble^ 
Of the Wanderer in mj soul. 
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RUTH. 



When Rutk was left half desolate; 
Her Father took another Mate ; 
And so, not seven years old. 
The slighted ChUd at her own will 
Went wandering over dale and hill 
In thoughtless freedom bold. 

And she had made a pipe of straw^ 
And from that oaten pipe could draw 
All sounds of winds and floods ^ 
Had built a bower upon the green. 
As if she from her birth had been 
An Infant of the woods. 
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There came a Touth from QeorgiaV shore, 

A military Casque he wore 

With splendid feathers drest > 

He brought them from the Cherokees ; 

The feathers nodded in the breexe 

And made a gallant crest* 

From Indian blood jmi deem him sprung : 
Ah no I he spake; the English toi^ue 
And bare a Soldier s name ; 
And when America was free 
From battle and from jeopardy 
He cross the ocean came. 

With hues of genius on his cheek 
In finest looes the Youth could speak. 
—While he was yet a Boy 
The moon, the glory of the sun. 
And streams that murmur as they tiia 
Had been his dearest joy. 
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He was a lorety Yioudi ! I^^ttWi'^* 

The panther in the wilderness: 

Was not so fair as he ; 

And when he «hose to sport dnd pl^> 

No dolphin ever was so gay > 

Upon the tropic sea. . i; ' 

Among the Indians he had foaght> > 
And with him many tales he brought 
Of pleasure and of fear. 
Such tales as told to any Maid 
By such a Youth in the green shade 
Were perilous to hear. 

He told of Girls, a happy ront> « 

Who quit thdr fold with dance and shoot 

Their pleasant Indian Town 

To gather strawbernes all day loogt 

Returning with a choral song 

When day-light is gone down. 
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He spake of pknls divine and stituige 
That ev'ry day their UoaMns change^ 
Ten thousand lovely hues 1 
With budding^ fading, ^ed flowers 
They stand the wonder of the bowers 
From mom to evening dews. 

He told of the Magiidlia>t spread 
High as a cloud, high over head ! . 
The Cypress and her spire. 
Of ^flowers that with case scarlet gleam 
Cover a hundred leagues- and. seeia 
To set the hilln on fire. 



ai 



t Magnolia grandiflonu 

•The splendid appeanhce of'tBeses<au'Ietflowef»,ivlkic1i 
are scattered with such profuvon over the HilU ta the 
Southern parts of North America is frequently mentioned 
by Bartram in his Travels. 
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The Youth of green SaVatanahs spake. 
And many an endless endless lake 
With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands that together lie 
As quietly as spots of sky- 
Among the evening clouds : 

And then he said ** Haw sweet it wei^ei 

A fisher or a hunter there, 

A gardener in the shade, 

Still wandering with an easy mind' 

To build a household fire and find 

A home in every glade. 

What days and what sweet years ! Ah n\e ! 

Our life were lifer mdecdi with thee 

So pass*d in quiet bliss. 

And all the whije"* said'he *^ to kncmr 

That we were in a wWld of lirde. 

On such an earth as this ! 
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And then he sottietimes interwove ' 
Dear thouf^ts aboat a Father's love^ 
" For there/' said he, " are spun 
Around the heart such tender ties 
That our own children to our eyes 
Are dearer than the sun. 

Sweet Ruth ! and could jou go with poe 

My helpmate in the woods to be. 

Our shed at night to rear ) 

Or run, my own adopted bride, 

A sylyan huntress at my side 

And drive the flymg deer. 

Beloved Ruth 1*' No more he said 
Sweet Ruth alcme at midnight shed 
A solitaiy tear. 

She thought again — and did agree 
With him to sail across the sea. 
And drive the flying deer. 
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" And now, as fitting is and righ^ 
We in the Church oor fiiith will plight^ 
A Hosband and a Wife.** 
Even 8o they did; and I maj aajr 
That to sweet Ruth that Happy day 
Was more than human life. 

Through dream and vision did she sink> 
Delighted all'the while to think 
That on those lonesome floods 
And green Savannahs she should share 
His board with lawful jqy, and bear . 
Hb name in the wild woods. 

But, as yon have before been told. 
This Stripling, sportive gay and bold» 
And, with his dancing crest. 
So beautiful, through savage lands 
Had roam*d about with vagrant bands 
Of Indians in the West 
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Thewind^ the.teiDpefi rottiiig Ugb^ 

The tumi:|]t of a tr^piissky 

Mght well be dangerous feod 

For him^ a Youth to whom was gibeti 

So much of earth so oouch of Heareoj 

And such impetuous blood. 

Whatever^in thpee dimes.be Sound 
Irregular in sight fx mxaod 
Did to his mind impiurt 
A kindred .i^Aflvllc^ MfffBold aiikd 
To his own ]^wfMt^ «nd/«att&ed 
The workings of his iie«ct 

Nor less to feed T^upluoitf >1&O0giit 
The beauteoiM 6fnvfi of Nttur^ wrcwgMl^ 
Fair trees and lovely .flaweis $ 
The breeises ihdx 0sm languor leot^ 
The stars had.MJings wJuoh thqr aeat 
Into those magic bowers.. 
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Yet^ in his wont pursuits, I worn. 
That sometimes there ^d iotenreoe 
Pure hopes of high intent : 
For passions ]aiik*d to fonnsso ^r 
And stately, needs mast have tfaetr^bare 
Of noble sentiment. 

But ill he li;r'd, n»oh«iril «air 
With men to whom no better law 
Nor better life wastknown i 
Deliberately aad uadMeiv*4 
Those wild men'fe <vices keTec^v*d, 
And gave them back his own. 

His genius and hismoral ^me 
"Were thus impaired* and he became 
The slave of low desires ; 
A man who without self-coatnMd 
"Would seeik what the degraded soul 
Unworthily admires. • • - : ■ . 
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And 7et he with no feign*d delight 
Had woo*d the Maiden, day and night 
Had lov*d her, night and morn ; 
What conld he less than lore a Maid 
Whose heart with so much nature pla/d 
So kind and so forlorn ? 

But now the pleasant dream was gobe> 
No hope, no wish remaio'd, not one, 
Thej 8tirr*d him now no more. 
New objeAs did new pleasure givte. 
And once again.he wi8h*d to live 
As lawless as before. 

Meanwhile as thus with him it fared, 
Thej for the voyage were prepared 
And went to the sea-shore. 
But, when they thither came, the Youth 
Deserted his, poor Bride, and Ruth 
Could never find him more. 
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" God hdp thee Both f'^-AicH pains the hai ' "^ 

Thatshe in half a year watf mad • ' 

And in a prison hdus'd. 

And there, exulting in her wrongs, ' ' 

Among the music of her songs ' 

She fearfully carouz'd. '^ 

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew. 

Nor wanted sun, nor rain, nor dew. 

Nor pastimes of the May, 

They all were with her in her cell. 

And a wild brook with chearfld kn^ ' ^ 

Did o*er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lam 
There came a respite to her pain^ 
She from her prison fled 5 
But.of the Vagrant none took thought. 
And ^here it likec( her best she sought 
Her shelter and her bread. 
^ V0I.IL U 
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Among .tho fidid* she fareathid again : 
The master-current c£ her. biaia 
Ran permanent and free. 
And to the pleasant Baaka ofi Tone* 
She took her wsjj to dsKell alone 
Under the greenwood tree. 

Theen^ne^c£her grkC tbetoda 
That 8hap*d l\€g apiixiw> tom^ an^ipoobj 
And airs that gently stir 
The vernal leav/|$i skft'l^ed thl»).atxK» 
Nor ever tax-dj themj w&: tbfi ill: 
Which had been done to beiv 



* The Tone is a River of Somersetshire at no great dis- 
distance fron\ thc^ Qukitocb HttlSi TIm^ H'iltif' which 
are alluded to a fe.w. Stftjizad belctw^ are «|LtfeQ^diy| \jp9^^ 
tiful, and in most places richly covered with Coj^pice 



woods. 
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A Bam her winUi^ Mi fiUppXei^ 

£at till the warmth of BtsmcMt^ iktdi^ 

And summer days isgone, 

(And in this tale wiib s^l flg«ee) 

She sleeps beneath the greenwood tft6t 

And other home hath none« 

If she is press*d hf \fant of fddd 
She from her dwelling in the wGio<{ 
Repairs to a road side^< 
And there she begs* at dUe steeps ptaiel!/ 
Where up and down wkh ealsf pade 
The hoTsemen-travellerB ridor 

That oaten pipe of hers is mute 
Or thrown away, but with a flute 
Her loneliness she cheers ; 
This flute made of a hemlock stalk 
At evening in his homeward walk 
The Quantock Woodman hears. 
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I, too have paaa'd bef on the hilk 
Setting her little water-milk 
By spouts and fountains wild^ 
Such small machinery as she turn'd 
Ere she had vrcpt, ere she had rooum*d 
A young and happy Child ! 

Farewd ! and'when thy days are to]d 
Ill-fated Ruth \ in hallow*d mold 
Thy coipse shall buried be> 
For thee a funeral bell shall ring> 
And all the congregation sing . , 

AQuistia» psalm for thee. 
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LINES 

Jfrttten With a Slate^peneil upon a S/otu, fig largest of a 
ieap lying near a dturted Quarrj, upon one of the Islands '• 
at Rydale, 



Stranger ! this liillock of mishapen stones 

Is not a ruin of the ancient time^ 

Nor, as perchance thou rashly deem*st> die Calm 

Of some old British Chief: 'tis nothing more 

Than the rude embiyo of a little dome 

Or pleasure-house, which was to have been built 

Among the birch-trees of this rocky isle. 

But, as it chanced. Sir William having leam*d 

That from the shore a full-grown man might wadis> 

And make himself a freeman of thiaappt 
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At any hour he chose^ the Knight forthwith 
Desisted, and the quany and the mound 
Are monuments of bi» unfinished task.-— — 
Thebloc]^ op whi(:h the^ lines are trac*4> perl^ps, 
Wai onoe salaAs^ 9t ^^ 'ConMfwstone 
Of the intended pile, which would have been 
Some quaint odd play-thing of elaborate skiU, 
So that, I guess, the linnet and the thrush^ 
And other little builders who dwell hc;re. 
Had wQivter'ii.at tibe yv^jju. fi^^bljme him not. 
For old Sir WillUo^ W^ a genJila ]$laight 
Bied iothis v^ io wibkb he apperteua*4 
WUh.aJD Jw.ftW«eatry.. TJ>op|ie»»tQ,bii» 
And for the,Q^trag^ whiph he had dfii48'4i 
^f)tif^{QfJg^\^ffi^^»'^^^ if thou art €11^ 
On fire ^«^ .tbjc wpg^^^oe tgtlmiQip^. 
An Im»a^.(3^ thfs^ PA9WtaM99, if^isjtarWd 
fiy^bfiiy;^^^;opfiq^tigyoi^ thou- hast te^Wi^ 
Out of tl^i;, q^ii^tjiwfc 4^ ^WWl* 
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Of thy trim mansion destin*d soon to blaze 
In snow-white splendour, think again, and taught 
By oTd Sir WiDiam and "his quany, leave 
Thy iragraentfr to the bramble and the rose, 
Thfcre let the vertial sJow^-worm stai hiifisdf; 
And let the red-breast hop from stone to stone. 
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In the Scholo f ' u aiabUt oh whhh are mfcrtied, 

in giit letters y the names' of the feveral persons wio have 
hen Sekoohnasterr 4ktre since the fiundation of the Schooly 
vith the time at whieh^ they entered upon and flatbed their 
office. Opposite one of those names the 4uthor . ^orote the 
fottdvting lines* 



If Nature, for a favorrte Child 
In thee hath temper d so her cky> 
That every hour thy heart runs wild 
Yet never once doth go astray. 

Read o'er these lines y and tiiea review- 
This tablet, that thus humbly rears 
In such diversity of hue 
Its history of two hundred years. 
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—When through this little mvck of iame^ 
Cypher and syllable, thmc eye 
Has travell'd down to Matthew's name. 
Pause with no common sympathy* 

And if a sliseping tear should wake 
Then be it neither check*d nor stay'd : 
For Matthew a request I make 
Which for himself he had not made* . 



Poor Matthew, all his frolics o*er. 
Is silent as a standing pool. 
Far from the. chimney's merry roar. 
And murmur of the village school. 

The sighs which Matthew heav*d were sighs 
Of one tir*d out with fun and madness ; 
The tears which came to Matthew's eyes 
Were tears of light, the oil of gladness. 
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Yet sometime* #lien the secret cap 
Of still and serious 'tfaot^iit weht roadd 
It seem'd a»if ite^dnrnk it <ip> 
He felt with spirit' so profound. 

—Thou soul of God's best earddj mouldy 
Thou happy ioui, and can it be 
That these two words of gUtteri&f gold 
Are all that nniit icnoain of thiee ? 
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Tnvo APRIL MOiViNCS. 



Wc walked along, whttc ^hriglit and ved ' 
Uprose the morning sun. 
And Matthew stopp 'd, be tookfd> and ^M, 
*' The will of God be done T 

A village Schodmarter was lie. 
With hair of glittering goey 5 . 
As blithe a man as youoiiild m& 
On a spring holiday. 

And on that mMoii^i>^fcmgh ttegitei^ • 
And by the steaming r^ 
We travelled raewiiy to pas^ 
A day among the hilk. 
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" Oar work," said I, *' was well begun j 
Then, from thy breast what thought^ 
Beneath so b^iitifid a san. 
So sad a sigh has brought ? 

A second time did Matthew stop. 
And fixing still his eye 
Upon the eastern mountain-'top 
To me he made reply. 

Yon cloud with that long purple cleft 
Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this which I have left 
Full thirty years behind. 

And on that slope of spribging com 
The self-same crimson hue 
Fell from the sky that April mom. 
The same which now I view! * 
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With rod and line my silent sport 

I plied by Derwent s wave. 

And, commg to the cbarch> stopp*d short 

Beside my Daughter's grave. 

Nine summers had she scarcely seen 
The pride of all the vale ; 
And then she sang !— she would have been 
A very nightingale. 

Six feet in earth my EnUAa lay. 
And yet I lov'd her more. 
For so it seem*d, than till that day 
I e'er had lov'd before. 

And, turning from her grave, I met 
Beside the church-yard Yew 
A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet 
With points of morning dew. 
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A basket on her kea^ fllielsvr. 
Her brow was smooth aadwhite. 
To see a: GUUd iia rery faar^. 
It was a pure delight i 

No fountain from itai rook^ cave 
£*er trippd with foot so free. 
She seemUaahappgras a wav« 
That dances on the sea. 

There came from iQcr a^sigitaf poiiij 
"Which I could ill confine ; 
I looked at her ai^ looL'd^agsto'; 
—And did not wish her mine; 

Matthew is in: Us granre;, yet ncm 
Methinks I see him staiu^ 
As at that momenta widkbi^ bought 
Of wilding in his haoib 
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ne FOUNTAm, 

A Conversation, 



We talk*d with open lieart^ and tODgtik 
AfFedionate and truey 
h. pair of Friends> though I vas yoongi 
And Matthew seventy-two. 

We lay beneajdi a spreading dak. 
Beside a mossy seat. 
And from the tnif a itmnima' brofce,. 
And gurgled at our feet.. 

Now, Matthew, J^.ua. try to match 
.This water's pleasant tune 
With some old Bordfen-songy or catqh . 
That suits a summer's ; 



\: \ 
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Or of the Chnrch-ckjck and the chimes 
Sing here beneath the shade^ 
That half-mad thing' of witty rhymes 
Which you last A.pril made ! 

On silence Matthew lay, and eyed 
The spring beneath the tree ; 
And thus the dea^ old Man replied. 
The grey-hair'd Man of glee. 

'* Down to the vale this water steers. 
How merrily it goes ! 
Twill murmur on a thousand years. 
And flow as now it flows. ■ 

And here, on this deBghtfoi day, 
I cannot chuse but think 
How oft, a vigorous Man, I lay 
Beside this Fountain's bank. 
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My eyes are dim witb childish tean» 
My heart is idly stirr'd^ 
For the same sound is in my ean» 
Which in those days I heard. 

Thus fares it still in our decsy : 
And yet the wiser mind 
Mourns less for what age takes away 
Than what it leaves behind* 

The blackbird in the summer tree^ 
The lark upon the hiU^ 
Let loose their carols when they please^ 
Are quiet when they will. 

With Nature nererdo titey w:a§pe 
A foolish strife ; they see 
A happy youth, and their old age 
Is beautifid and icee : 
Vol. IL I 
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But we are pi«w*d by heavy law^ 
And often^ glad no more, - 
We wear a face <if joy, i*ecauae 
We have been glad of yore. 

If there is one who need bemoan 
His kindred laid in earth, * 
The houshold hearts that were hb own. 
It is the man of mirth. 

My days, my Friend, are aknost gone. 
My liftf has been approved. 
And many love me, but by none - 
Am I enough bdov'd.**-^ 

*' Now both himself iand me he wrongs. 
The man who thus complains I 
I live and sing my idle songs 
Upon these happy plains. 
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And, Matthew, for tby Children dead 
111 be a son to thee 1'* 
At this he grasp'd his hands, and said^ 
^'Alasl that cannot be." 

We rose up from the foantain-side. 
And down the smooth deKent 
Of the green sheep-track did we glid^ 
And through the wood we Went, 

And, ere we came to Leonard's Rock, 
He sang those witty rhymes 
About the crazy old church-clock 
And the bewildered chimes. 
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NUTTING. 



It seems a day. 



One of thos^ heavenly days which cannot die. 
When forth I sallied from 6ur cottage-door,* 
And with a wallet o'er n>y shoulder slung, 
A nutting crook in hand, I tum'd my steps 
Towards the distant woods, a Figure quaint^ 
Trick'd out in proud disguise of Beggar's weeds 
Put on for the occasion, by advice 
And exhortation of my frugal Dame* 



• The house at which 1 was boarded during the time I 
was St School. 
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Motley accoutrements ! empower to smile 
At thoroai and brakes, and brambles, and^ in tratii> 
More ragged than need was. Among the woods. 
And o'er the pathless rocks^ I forced my way 
Until, at length, I came to one dear nook 
Unvislted, where not a broken bough 
Droop'd with its withered leaves; ungracious slgB 
Of devastation, but the hazds it)se 
Tall and ered, with milk-white clusters hung^ 
A virgin scene !— A little while I stooc^ 
Breathuig with such suppression of the heart 
As joy delights in f and with wi'se restraint 
Yduptnou^, fearlete of a rival, eyed 
The banquet, or beneath thetreet I satie 
Among the flowers, and with the flowers I playM i 
A temper known to those, who, after long 
And weary expei^tion, have been btes8*d 
With sudden happiness beyond all hope.— - 
— rPerhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves 
The violets of five seasons re-appear 
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And fade, unseen bf any human eje. 

Where fairy wi^er-breaks do murmur on 

Vi^ eyer, aqd I aaw the sparkling foam^ 

And with my cheek qq one of those greeti stones 

That^ fleec'd'WttbmoBSy beneath the. shady trees. 

Lay round me scatterxi likea^flock of sheep, 

I beard the murmur and the murmuring sound. 

In that sweet mood wheo pleasure loves to pay 

Tribute to ease, and, ; of its joy secure 

The heart luxuriates with indiiPereht things. 

Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones, 

And on lihe.vaeant airl Then up I rose. 

And dragg'd td earth both branch and bobgh, with crash 

And merciless xavage y and the shady nook 

Qf hazels, and the green and mossy bower 

Deform*d aikd sullied, patiendy gare up ' 

Their qui^t being : and unless I now 

Confound my present feelings with the past. 

Even then, when from the bower I tum*d away> 

Exulting, rich beyqnd the weahh of kings 
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I felt asense of pain when Ibeheld 
The silent trees and the intruding sky.— 

Then, dearest Maiden ! move along these shades 
In gentleness of heart with gentle hand 
Tooch,—— « for there is a Spirit in the woods. 
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llirec years she grew in sua aad shower^ 
Then Nature said, ^ A lovelier flower 
On earth was never sown ; 
This Child I to myself will take. 
She shall be mine, and I will make 
A Lady of my own. 

Myself wiM to my darling be 

Both law and impulse, and wkh me 

The Girl in rock and plain. 

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower^ 

Shall feel an overseeing power 

To kindle or restrain* 
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She shall be sportive as the fawn 
That wild with glee across the lawn 
Or up the mountain springs^ 
And hers shaU be the breathing balm. 
And hers the silence and the cakn 
Of mute insensate thinga. 

The floating^ clouds their state shall lend 
To her> for her the willow bend^ 
^or shall she fail to see 
£ven in the motions of the storm 
A beauty that shall mould her form 
By silent sympatic* 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 

To her> and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret place 

Where rivulets dance th^ wajrward round. 

And beauty bom of murmuring sound 

Shall pass into her face* 
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And vital feelings of delight 

Shall rear her form to stately height^ 

Her virgin bosom swell. 

Such thoughts to Lucy I will give 

While she and I together live 

Here in this happy dell. ' 

Thus Nature spake— The work was done 

How soon my Lucy's race was run ! 

She died and left to me 

Thb heathy this calm and quiet scene. 

The memory of what has been> 

And never more will bcu 
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Tbe PET'LAMB, 

A PASTOkAL. 



ilie dew was falling ^st, the stars began to blink j 
heard a voice, it said. Drink, pretty Creatore, djink ! 
1, looking o'er the hedge, before me I espied^ 
[low-white mountain Iamb with a Maiden at its side. 



bd 

V SDOW' 



io other sheep were near, the Lamb was ^11 alone* 
f^ndby a slender cord was tether'd to a stone i 
iVith one knee on the grass did the little Maiden kneel, 
ViTlule to that Moiintain Lamb she gave its evmiq; meal. 

The Lamb while from her band he thus his supper took 
Seem'd to feast with head and ears, and his tail with pleasure 

shook. 
*' Driok^ peetly Creature, drink,'* she saidin such.a. ^e 
That I almoftt f eceiv*d her. heart into my own. 
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Twas litde Barbara Lewthwaite, a Child of beauty rare, 
] watched them with delight^ they were a lovely pair. 
And now with empty Can the Maiden tura'd away. 
But ere ten yards were gone her ^^otsteps did she stay. 

Towards tke Xiamb she look'd, and firom that shady place * 
I unobeetv^d coold see the workings of her face : 
If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers briiig 
Thu8> thought I, to hier Lamb that little Maid wocdd sing. ' 

•* What ails thee, Young One ? What ? Why poB so at thy' 

cord ? 
Is it not well with thee ? Well both for bed and board > 
Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be. 
Rest little Young One, rest ; what is*t that ailetb thee ? 

What is it thou would'st seek ? What is wanting to tfcy heart ? 
Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautifiil tboa art : 
This grass is tender grdss, these flowers th^ have no peers. 
And that green com all day. is rustling in thy ears^ 
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f tiie|StiD is shining hot^ do but stretch thy woollen chaia^ 
'his beech is standing by, its covert thou can'st gain^ 
for rain and mountain storms the like thou need*st not fear, 
l*be rain and storm are things which scarcely can come heres 

lest^ little Young One^ rest -, thou hast forgot the day 
iVhen my Father found thee first in places far away : 
^ny flocks are on the hills^ but thou wert own'd by none, 
^nd thy Mother from thy side for evermore was gone. 

Be took thee in his arms^ and in pity brought thee home, 
k blessed day for thee ! then whither would*st thou roam ? 
k faithful nurse thou hast> the dam that did thee yean 
Upon the mountain tops no kinder could have been. 

Jhouknow'st that twice a day I have brought thee in this Can 
^resh water from the brook as clear as ever ran -, 
And twice in the day when the ground !s wet with dew 
I bnng thee draughts of milk, warm milk it is and new. 
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Thy limbs, will shortly be ti^ice as stout as tibey are «ow. 
Then I'D yoke thee to my cart like a pony in the plough, , 
My playmate thou shalt be^ and when the wind is cold ^ 
Our hearth shall be thy bed^ our house sj^all be thy fdkd. 

It will not, will not rest !— *pQor Creature can h be 
That 'tis thy Mother*s heart which is wqrku^g so ia thee } 
Things that I know not of belike to thee are dear. 
And dreams of things which thou can*st ndther see nor hear. 

Alas^ the mountain.tops t^t look so greeu^ and ^ir ! 
IVe heard of fearful winds an4 .darkness that come there, 
The little brooks, that s^epn all pastiqie and all pla7> 
When they are apgry, roar like lions for. their prey. 

Here thou need*st not dread the raven in the sky. 
He will not come to thee, our Cottage is hard by. 
Night and day thou art safe as living thing can be, ^ 

Be happy then and rest, what is*t that aileth thee ? 
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As homeward through the lane I went with lazy feet^ 
This fiong to myself did I oftentimes repeat. 
And it 8eem*d as I retraced the ballad line by line 
That bot half of it was hen, and one half <dh was mine. 

Again, and once again did I repeat the song, 

" Naf said I, '' more than half to the Damsel must belong. 

For she look*d with such a look> afid she spake with such a 

tone," 
That I almost receiv'd her heart into my own.** 
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WriHen in GERMANY, 

On^nt vf tht coldest days of the Century, 

/ must appfhu tit Reader that the stovei in North Germaiy 
generally have th^ impressioH of a galloping Horse mfan 
. thtns, this being part of the Brunswick Arms, 



A fig for joxa languages^ Gennan and Noisey 
Let me have the song of the Kettle, 
And the tongs and the poker, instead of that horse 
That gallops away with such fury and force 
On this dreaiy dull plate of black metal. 

Our earth is no doubt made of excellent stuffy 

But her pulses beat slower and slower. 

The weather in Forty was cutting and rough. 

And then, as Heaven knows, the glass stood low eooogk 

And now it is four degrees lower. 
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Here's a Fly, a disconsolate creatare perhaps^ 
A child of the fiddv or the grove, . 
And sorrow for him ! this dull treacherous.heat 
Has seduc*d the poor; fool from bit winter retreat> 
And he creeps to the edge of my stove. 

Alas ! how he fumbles about tfae domains 
Which this comfortless oven environ. 
He cannot find oat in what track he must craw]. 
Now back to the tiles, and now back to the wall^ 
And now on the brink of the iron. 

Stock-still there be stands like a traveller bemaz*d. 
The best of his skill he has tried} 
His feelers methinks I can see him put forth 
To the East and the West, and the South and the North, 
But he finds neither guide-post nor guide. 
Vol. II. K 
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See l;l^is spindles sink iwder him, foot, leg and thigh, 
His eyesight and hearing are lost. 
Between life and death his blood freezes and thaws. 
And his two pretty pinions of blue dusky gauze 
Are glued to his sides by the frost. 

No Brotibe^r, no Friend has he near him, while I 
Can draw wamith from the cheek of my Love^ 
As blest and as glad in this desolate gloom. 
As if green summer grass were the floor of my room. 
And woodbines were hanging above. 

Yet, God is my Mdtness, thou small helpless Thing, 
Thy life I would gladly sustain « 

Till summer comes up from the South, and with crowds 
Of thy brethren a march thou should'st sound through the 

clouds. 
And back to the forests again. 
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ne CHILDLESS FATHER. 



Up, Timothy, up with jour Staff and away I 
Not a soul in the village this morning will stay ; 
' The Hare has just started from Hamilton*8 grounds^ 
And Skiddaw is glad with the cry of the hounds. 

—Of coats and of jackets both grey, red and green. 
On the slopes of the pastures all colours were seen. 
With their comely blue aprons and caps white as snow. 
The girb <m the hiUs made a holiday show. 

The bason of box«wood,* just six months before. 
Had stood on the table at Timothy s door. 



• In several parts of the North of England, when a funeral 
Uke9 place, a bason fall of Sprigs of Box-wood is placed at 
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A Coffin through Timothy's threshold had pass'd^ 
« One Child did it bear and that Chihi was his last. 

Now iast up the dell came the noise and the fray. 
The horse and the hom> and the hark ! hark away 1 
Old Timothy took up his StafF^ and he shut 
With a Idsurely motion the door of his hut 

Perhaps to himself at that moment he said^ 
*' The key I must take, for my Ellen is dead" 
But of this in my ears not a word did he speak. 
And he went to the chase with a tear on his cheek* 



the door of the hoase from which the Coffin is taken up. and 
each person who attends the funeral ordinarily takes a Sprig 
of this Box-wood, and throws it into the grave of the deceased. 
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A DESCRIPTION, 
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The OLD CUMBERLAND BEGGAR, 

A DESCRIPTION, 



The class of Beggais to wliicli the oM man h«e dese^iW 
belongs, will probably soon be extinft. It consisted of 
poor, and, mostly, old and infirm persons, who confined 
themselves to a stated round in their neighbourhcAdd, and 
had certain fixed days, on which, at diflbrent. housed^ 
they regularly received charity ; sometimes in money^ but 
mostly in provisions. 



I saw an aged Beggar in my walk, 

And he was seated by the highway side 

On a low stru6b3re of rude masonry 

Built at the foot of a huge hill, that they 

Who lead their horses down the steep rough road 

May thence remount at ease. The aged man 

Had placed his staff across the broad smooth stone 
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That overlays the pile, and from a bag 
All white with flour the dole of village dames. 
He drew his scraps and fragments, one by one. 
And scann'd them with a fix*d and serious look 
Of idle computation. In the sun. 
Upon the second step of that small pile. 
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills. 
He sate, and eat his food in solitude ; 
And ever, scatter'd from his palsied hand. 
That still attempting to prevent the w^ste. 
Was baffled still, tlie crumbs in little showers 
Fell on the ground, and the small mountain birds. 
Not venturing yet to peck their destin'd meal. 
Approached within the length of half his stafT, 

Him from my childhood have I known, and then 
He was so old, he seems not older now > 
He travels on, a solitary man. 
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So helpless in appearance^ that for him 
The sauntering horseman-traveller docs not thro^ 
With careless hand his alms upon the ground^ 
But stops, tliat he may safely lodge the coin 
Within the old Man's hat 3 nor quits him so^ 
But still when he has given his horse the rein 
Towards thie aged Beggar turns a 3ook^ 
Sidelong and half-reverted. She who tend* 
The toll-gate, when in summer at her door 
She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees 
The aged Beggar coming, quits her work,* 
And lifts the latch for him that he may pass/ 
The Post-boy when his rattling wheels overtake 
The aged Beggar, in the woody lane> 
Shouts to him from behind, and, if perchance 
The old Man does not change his course, the Boy 
Turns with less noisy wheels to the road-side^ 
And passes gently by, without a curse 
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Upon his Iqysy or ax^psr at Ms heart. 

He travels o&> a wAkary Man, 

HU age has no compaoioa. On die ground 

His eyes are tnroTdj uidj as he moves aloiig> 

Tiey. moyt along Qie ground >! and evermore^ 

Instead of conHBOn and habitual sight 

Of fields with rural works, of Inll and dale. 

And the blue sky, one litde span of earth 

Is all hb pr06pe6t. Thus, from day to day, 

Bowbent, his eyes for evo- on the ground. 

He plies hia weary joamey, seeing still. 

And never knowing that he sees, some straw. 

Some soatt^'d leaf, or marks which, in one track,' 

The nails of cart or chariot whed have left 

Impressed on the white road, in the same line. 

At distance still the same. Poor Travdleif ! 

His staff trails with him, scarcely do his ftet 

Disturb the aaouaer dust, he is so still 
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In look and' iKiotio& that the coMgt eon^ 
£re he baw pau*d the dotf, will titstk emsf 
Weary of barkibf at hitM. Sojv dadgtiift^ 
The vacant and the boi^, inaidff aad^jofluAb^ 
And urchins newly bveee&^d idl pmkhhxkh^i 
Him even the 8lo^-'pa»e*d^Dittggdii lea^retf Mlkid^ 

But deem not thifl man OBdesft;— -^-^ttttiMnlito ! ye 
Who-ai^ 80 restless in^youf wisdom, ye 
Who have a broom sMll ready in yoor handi 
To rid the world of atdsances 3 ye proud, 
Heart-swoln> while In your pride ye eobtempldte-' 
Your tateiits, power, and wisdom, deem him not 
A burthen of the earth. Tis NatUfcTii law 
That none, the meanest of creatsed tSAikp, 
Of forms created the most vile and brute. 
The dullest or most noxious, should' exist 
Divorced from good, a spirit and pulse of go<^; 
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A life aikd soul to eveiy mode of being 

Insepambly iijak^d. While thus he crec^ 

From door to4oor^ the Villagers in him 

Behold a record which together binds 

Fast deed9 and offices of charity 

f3se mremember^d^ and so keeps alive 

The kindly mood in hearts which lapse of years, 

And that half-wbdom half-experience giveg 

Make slow to feel^ and by sure steps resign 

To selfishness and cold oblivous cares« 

Among, the farms aiid solitary huts 

Hanilets, and thinly-scattered villages^ 

Wh€ire*er the aged Beggar tajses his rounds. 

The mild necessity of use compels 

To ads of love ; and habit does the work 

Of reason, yet prepares that afler joy 

Which reason cherishes. And thus the soid. 

By that sweet ta$te of pleasure unpursu'd 
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Doth find itself insensibly dispos'd 

To virtue and trae goodness. Some thcrfc arcr 

By their good works exalted, lofty minds 

And meditative, authors of delight 

And happiness, which to the end of time 

Will live, and spread, and kindle 3 minds-like thdie. 

In childhood, from this solitary being, 

This helpless wanderer, have perchance receiv d> 

(A thing Eilore precious JFar than all diat book^ 

Or the folicitudes of love can do !) 

That first mild touch of sympathy and thought^ 

In which they found their kindred with a world 

Where want and sorrow were. The easy man 

Who sits at his own door, and like the pear 

Which overhangs his head from the green wall. 

Feeds in the sunshine -, the robust and young. 

The prosperous and unthinking, they who Uve 

Shelter'd, and fiounfh in a little grove 
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Of their own kiadred* all bdhoU ia him 
A m^ I9a»ito, which oa Iheir minds 
Most needs iix^N'oca a.tramitQiy thaught 
Of letf-congratnlatioa, to the heart 
Of each n^caUipg |)i3 peci4iar hpans^ 
.Hii«h0rtm.aii4eKei|iptioQSi and perchance^ 
Though he to no one gire the fiMtitude. 
AjtA (oifcuakipe&ipn needful to preaerve 
His pienetit Uessinfs^ and to husband iip 
The respite of the aeaion* he^ at leasts 
And 'tis no vulgar service, makes th6m felt. 

Yetiiirther. Many, I believe, there are 

Who Iwe a life of virtuous decency. 
Men who can hear the Decalogue and fed 
No self-reproach, who of the moral law 
EstabUsh'd in the land where they abide 
Are strid observers, and not negligent. 
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Meanwhile^ inaiif teiidemeasofheart 

Or od of love to those with whom thet^^cbRrdl, 

Their kiodred^ and the cfaildcen of their Mood. 

Praise be to such> and to their slunibers peace I 

—But of the poor man ask^ the abjeA poor. 

Go and demand pfhim^ if there be iierej . • 

In this cold abstinence from evil deeds^ 

And these inevitaiUe charities^ 

Wherewith to satisfy the hamaa sool. 

No — roan is dear to man : the poorest poor 

Long for some moments in a weaiy l^e 

When they can know and feel that they have been 

Themselves die fathers and the dealers out 

Of some small blessings^ have been kind to sueh 

As needed kindness^ for this single cause^ 

That we have all of us one human heart. 

—-Such pleasure is to one kind Being knewn 

My Neighbour, when with punftual caw, each week 
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Daly as Friday comes^ though press'd herself 
By her own wants^ she from her chiest of meal 
Takes one tinsparing handful for the scrip 
Of this old Mendicanty'and, from'h^ door* 
Returning with exhilarated heart. 
Sits by hpr fire and builds het hop6 in heav*n. 

Then let him pass, a blessicig on his head ! . 
And While, in that vastisojitude to which. , 
The tide of things has led him, he Appears 
To breathe and live but for himself alone, 
Unblam*d, uninjur d, let him bear about 
The good which the benignant law of hedven 
Has hung around him, and, while life is his. 
Still let him prompt the unletter d Villagers 
To tender offices and pensive thoughts. 
Then Jet him pass, a blessing oh his head ! 
And, long as he can wander, let him breathe 



y Google 



»i6l 

The fi^hness of the yaUlec^ let his blood 
Struggle with frosty air and winter snows^ 
And let the chartered wind that aweepa the heath 
B^at hia grey locks against his wither'd face. 
Reverence the hc^ who^e vital anxiousness 
Gives the last human interest to his heart. 
May never House> misnamed of industry^ 
Make him a captive 5 for that pent-up din^ 
Those life-consuming sounds that clog the air. 
Be his the natural silence of old age. 
Let him be free of mountain solitudes. 
And have around him, whether heard or not> 
The pleasant melody qf woodland birds. 
Few are his pleasures 3 if his eyes, which now 
Have been so long familiar with the earth. 
No more behold the horizontal sun 
Rising or setting, let the light at least 
Find a free entrance to their languid orbs* 
Vol. 11. L 
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And let him$ tvifirt and tvitrn he wUl^ sit down 
Beneadi the trees/ ^ bflftie grassy bank 
i Ofhigh-^ay sidej and with the Httle birds 
Share hid ehance-gather'd meal^ and^ finalljj 
As4n the eye of Nature he has liv'dj 
So in- the eye of Nature let him die. 
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SURAL ARCHITECTURE. 



There*» George fisher, Charles Fleming, and Regmald 

Shore, 
Three rosy-cheeked School-boys, the hlghcsinotmore 
Than the height of a Coonsellor's bag ; 
To the top of Great How did it please them to climbs 
And there they built up without mortar or lime 
A Man on the peak of the crag. 

They buUt him of stones gather*d up as they lay. 
They built him and christened him all in one day. 
An Urchin both vigorous and hale ; 
And so without scruple they caird him Ralph Jones. 
Now Ralph if^renown'd for the length of his bones | 
The Magog of Legberthwaite dale. 
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Jiut balf a week after the Wind sallied forth, 
And^ in anger or merriment* out of the North 
Coming on with a terrible pother* 
From the peak of the crag blew the Giant away. 
And what did these School-boys ? — ^The reiy next day 
They went and they built up another. 

•—Some little IVe t^en pf blind boisterous works 
In Paris and Loiuiois* /mong Christians or Tucbf> 
Spirits busy to do and undo : 

At remembrance whereof my blood sometimes will flag. 
•—Then, light-hearted Boys, to the top of the Crafg 1 
And ril build up a Giant with you. .r 



Great Ho^ is a single and conspicuous hill, which rises towtrds 
the foot of Thirl-mere, on the western side of the beautiful dale 
cfLcgberthwaite, Uong the high road between Keswick uA 
Ambleside. 
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A POET'S EPITAPH. 



Art thou a Statesman/ in the van 
Of pablic busineM traid'd and bred, 
•^First learn to tdre one living man ; 
Tien may'st thoa think upon the dead. 

A Lawyer art thou ?— draw not nigh j 
Cro, cahy to some other place 
The hardness of thy coward eye^ 
The falshood of thy sallow face. 

Art thou a man o^ purple cheer ? 
* A rosy Bsan, right plump to see } 
Approach j yet Doctor, not too near i 
This grave no cushion is for thee- 
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Art thba a roan of gallaM pride/ 
A Soldier, and no man of chaff ? 
Welcome !— but ky thy sword asidejt 
And lean upon a Peasant's staff. 

Ph}rsician art thou ? Ode> all eyes^ 
Philosopher ! a. fingering ^slavey 
One that would peep and botanize 
Upon his mother's grave ? 

Wrapp*d closely in thy sensual fleece 
O turn aside^ and take> I pray^ 
That he below may rest in peace. 
Thy pin-point of a soul away I 

^— A Moralist perchance appears $ 
Led, Heaven knonws how ! to this poo^ sod 
And He has poith^r eye9 iiqr e^ ; 
Himself his worlds aiid his. owniCd^ J ' 
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One to wbod^. sknoothnniWd 0oat con idbig 
Nor form nor feeHiig great nor ^aaSif 
A reasonings self-suffidng things 
An intdiedual All in All I 

Shut close the door ! press down tbe Utdt \ 
Sleep in thy intdledoal cnut. 
Nor lose ten tickings of thy watch> 
Near this Unprofitable dust. 

But who is He with modest lodks> 
And dad in hcnndy russet bfown i 
He murmurs near the rtmning brodks 
A music sweeter than their own. 

He is retired as noontide dew^ 
Or fountain in a noonday grove 3 
And you must love him^ ere to you 
He wiD seem worthy of your lovCi 
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The OQtvmrd shews of sky and earth. 
Of hill and valkj he hat TtewV}'! . 
And impulses of deeper birth 
Have come to him io solitude. 

In comiii(|i|.tIiii^tlHii nmn4 Q8 lie 
Some random truths he can impaft 
ThQ banreit of a quiet ej^e 
That broods and sleeps on his own heart. 

But he b weak> both man and boy. 
Hath been an idler in the land ; * 
Contented if.he might enjoy 
The things which others understand. 

-rCome hither in thy hour of strength. 
Came, weak as is a breaking wavel 
Here stretch thy body at full length f 
Or build thy hou^e upon this grave.^^ 



y Google 



1% 



J 



A CHARACTER, -p V- 

/«■ M« antitheticid Manner* '■ 



I marvd how Nature cocdd erer find space 
For the weight aa4 the levity teen in his, face : 
There*s thought an^ no thought;, and there's palen^sy 

and bloom^ ; 
And bustle and sluggbhness^ pleasure and gloom. 

There's weakness, and strength both redundant and vain ; 
Such strength, as if ever afHidion and pa^n 
Could pierce through a temper that's soft to disease. 
Would be rational peace — a philosopher's ease. 

There's indifference, alike when he fails and succeeds^ 
And attention fiill ten times as much as there needs. 
Pride where there's no envy, there's so mUch of joy; 
And mildness, and spirit both forward and coy. 
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There*! freedom^ and sometimcfl a diffident stai^e 
Of shame scarcely ^joeadng to know (hat she's thcr^. 
There's virtue, the tide it surdjr ma/ clsdm. 
Yet wants, heaven knows M^batj, to be worthy the name* 

What a pidure 1 *tis drawn without nature or art, 
•-^Yet the Man would at once run away with your hearty 
And I for five centuries right gladly would h6 
Such an odd, such a kind happy creature as he« 
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A FRAGMENT. 



Between two tister inoorla^riUs 

Thereifl a spot that leems to He 

Sacred 1o fiowieti efthe Un% 

And sacred to the sky. 

And in this smooth and open deli 

There is a tempest-strickenirtree ;' 

A comer-stone by lightning oat> 

The last stone of a cottage hut ; 

And in this deU you see 

A thbg no storm can c*er destroy^ 

The shadow of a Daniih Boy. 

In dottds above^ the lark iIb heard> 
He sings his blithest aiyd his beat ; 
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Bat in this lonesome nook the bird 
Did never build bb nest. > 

No beasts no bird hath here his home j 
The bees borne on the brtezy air 
Pass high above those fragrant bdls 
To other flowers, to other deUs> 
Nor ever lingei there. 
The Danish Boy walks here aloBc: 
The lovely dtll is all his own, > * 

.i .. . . . • . 

A spirit of noon day is he, ' 
He seems a Form of fledi and blood ; - 
A piping Shepherd he n^ht be, 
A Herd-boy of the wood. 
A regal vest of fur be Mce^rs, 
In colour like a ravei>^i wing ; ' 
It fears nor raift, taar wind, nor dew. 
But in the storm 'tis fresh and bkie • 
As budding pines in Spiing ; 
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Hifi helmet has ^ vernal grace> 
Fresh as the bloom t^on his fac0» 

A harp is froo^lus shonlder slung 3 
He rests the harp upon his kaee> 
And there in a forgotten tgoguo 
He warbles melody. 
Of flocks and herds both far and near 
He is the darling and the joy^ 
And often^ when no cause appears^ 
The mountain ponies prick their ears* 
They hear the Danish Boy, 
While in the dell he sits sdone 
Beside the tree and ^orner-^tofie. 

When near this blasted tree you pm. 
Two sods are plainly to bo seen ^ 
Close at its root^ and each with gratt- 
Is covered fresh and greoi.' 
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like torf upon a new-made grave 
These two green sods togedier iie> 
Nor heat« nor cold« nor rain> nor wind 
Can these two sods tc^ether bind. 
Nor sun, nor earth, nor sky. 
Bat side by side the two are Is^, 
As if just sever d bj the spade. 

There sits he : in his face 70a spy 

No trace of a fen>ciou8 air. 

Nor ever was a cloudless sky 

So steady or so fair. 

The lovely Danish Boy is blest 

And happy in his flowery cove ; 

From bloody deeds his thoughts are iar ; 

And yet he .warbles songs of war -, 

They seem like songs <rf'love. 

For calm and gentle is his mien ; 

Like a dead Boy he is serene. 

*********** 



y Google 



POEMS 



ON THE 



NAMING OF PLACES. 



y Google 



y Google 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



By Persons resident in the country and attached to rural 
obje£b, many places will be found unnamed or of 
unknown names, where little Incidents will have 
occurred, or feelings been experienced, which will have 
given to such places a private and peculiar interest. 
From a wish to give some sort of record to such Inci« 
•dents or renew the gratification of such Feelings, Names 
have been given to Places by the Author and some of 
his Friends, and the following Poems written in con- 
sequence. 
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POEMS on the NAMING tf PLACES^ 



L 



it was an April Mombg : fresh and cleai^ 

The Rivulet, delighting in its stren^^tb^ 

tlan with a young man's speedy and yet the voice 

Of waters which the winter had supplied 

Was softeii*d down into a vernal tone. 

The spirit of enjoyment and desire^ 

And hopes and wishes^ from all living things 

Went circling, like a multitude of sounds. 

The budding groves appeared as if in ha^ . 

To spur the steps of June $ as if their shaded 

Of various green were hindrances that stood 
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Between them and their objed : yet, meanwhile^ 
There was such deep contentment in the air 
That eveiy naked ash, and tardj tree 
Yet leafless, seem'd as though the countenance 
With which it look'd on this delightful daj 
Were native to the summer. — ^Up the broc^ 
I roam'd in the confusion of my heart. 
Alive to all things and forgetting all. 
' At length I to-a sudden tinning came 
In this continuous glen, where down a rock 
The stream, so ardent tn its course before^ 
Sent forth «uch sallies of glad sound, that all 
Which I till then had heard, appear*d the voice 
Of common pleasure : beast and bird, the lamb^ 
The Shepherd's dog, the linnet and the thrush 
Vied with this waterfall, and made a song 
Which, while I listen*d, seem*d like the wild growth 
Or like some natural produce of the air 
That could not cease to be. Green leaves were here, 
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But *twa8 the foliage of the rocks^ the birch. 

The yew, the holly> and the bright green thom^ 

With hanging islands of resplendent furze : 

And on a summit^ distant a short space, 

Bj any who should look beyond the ddl, 

A single mountam Cottage might be seen. 

J gaz*d and gaz'd, and to myself' I said, 

«' Oar thoughts at least are oorp ) and this wUc^ ^ook^ 

My £icMA, I wUl dedicate to thee.** 

*«-»Soon did the spot bcGoopie my other home. 

My dwelling, and m.y out-of-doors abode. 

And, of the Shepherds who have seen me there> ; 

To whom I sometimes in our idle talk 

Have told this fancy, two or three, perhaps. 

Years after we are gone and in our graves. 

When they have cause to speak of this wild place> 

May call it by the name of £mhVs d&lw 
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n. 

To JOANNA. 

Amid the smoke of cities (Ud you paiif 

Your time of early yoath^ and there yoa leam'd^ 

From years of quiet iodustry^ to love 

The living Beings by your own fire-side^ 

With such a strong^evotion^ that your heart 

Is slow towards the sympathies of them 

Who look upon the hills with tenderness^ 

And make dear friendships with the streams and groves. 

Yet we who are transgressors in this kind^ 

Dwelling retired in our simplicity 

Among the woods and fields^ we love you wel]> 

Joanna ! and I guess^ since you have been 
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So distant from us now for two long 3rears, 
That you will gladly listen to discourse 
However trivial, if you thence are taught 
That they, with whom you once were happy, tdk 
Familiarly of you and of old times. 

While I was seated, now some ten days past. 

Beneath those lofty firs, that overtop 

Their ancient neighbour, the old Steeple tower. 

The Vicar from his gloomy house hard by 

Came forth to greet me, and when he had ask'd, 

" How fares Joanna, that wild-hearted Maid ! 

And when will she return to us ?** he paus'd. 

And after short exchange of village news. 

He With grave looks demanded, for what cause. 

Reviving obsolete Idolatry, 

I like a Runic Priest, in characters 

Of formidable size, had chiseFd out 

Some uncouth name upon the native rock. 
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Above the Rotha^ bj the forest side. 
«-Now^ bjr thoie dear immnniries of heart 
Xogender'd betwixt malice and true love^. 
I was not loth to be so catechiz'd> 

Aad this was inj r^l7«— »'^ As it befeU 

One simuDer monung we had walk*d abroad 

At break of day, Joanna aayd myself. 

^— 'Twas that ddightfid season, when the broomj^ 

Full flower'df and visiUe on every steep,, 

Along the Cf^Mes runs in veins <tf gold. 

Our pathway led us on to RothaV banlcs^ 

And when we camein front of ihattaU rock 

Whiob looks towaiids^ the M»U I thisre stopped shorty 

And trac*d the lo% barrier wkh my eye 

From base to sUro^it^ such delight 1 fomi 

Tojioteiashrobandteee, ia atone and Aafwer,. 

^triiat tntfirmktoro of ddictouf buesi. 

Along so vast a sor£ice^ all at one^ 

In one impcession, by.oonnedting focoe 
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Of their own beauty, imag'd io the heart. ^ 
•—When I had gaz d perhaps two minutes* f paGe> 
Joanna^ looking in mj ejres> beheld 
That ravishment of mine, and laugh'd alond. 
The rock, Kke lonnething starting from a sleep,. 
Took up the Ladj^s voice, and laugh'd ag^m. : 
That ancient .Woman seated on Helm-crag 
Was readj with her caVem ; Hammar-Scar, 
And the tall Steep of Silver-How sent forth 
A noise of laughter ; southern Lon^rigg )ic8td» 
And Fatji£ed amwerM with a moontaiatone : 
HelveU^m £sar into the clear blue sky 
t Carried the Lady's yo&ce,— <oki Skiddaw blew , 
His speaking trampet ;-«^ck'OUtQf the clouds 
Of Okfttmara southward came the voice ; 
And Kkkftone toss'd it from his nusty head. 
Now whether, (said I to our cordial Friend ■ 
Who in the htoy^iKy of astonishment 
Smil'diniBjrface) tbia were in simple truth 
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A work accompliih'd by the brotherhood 

Of ancient mountains^ or my ear was touched 

With dreams and visionary impulses. 

Is not for me to tell ; but sure I am 

That there was a loud uproar in the hills. 

And, while we both were listening, to my side 

The fair Joanna drew, is if she wish'd 

To shelter from some bbjed of her fean 

— And hence, long afterwards, when eighteen mooni 

Were wasted, as I chancM to walk alone 

Benieath this rock, at sun-rise, on a calm 

And silent morning, I sate down, and there. 

In mempry of affedions old and true, 

I chissel'd out in those rude chara6ters 

Joanna's name upon the living stone. 

And I, and all who dwell by my fire-side 

Have cairu the lovely rbck, Joanna's Rock.'* 

NOTE. 

In Cumbeilanil and Westmoreland are several Insc/tptions 
upon the native rock which from the wasting of Time and 
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the rudeness of the Workmanship had hetu mistaken for 
Runic. Thej are without doubt Roman. 

The Rotha, mentioned in this poem, is the River which 
flowing through the Lakes of Grasmere and Rydole (alls 
into Wyndermere. On Hclm-^rag, that impfesstve single 
Mountain at the head of thr Vale of Gnsmera, is a Rock 
whic]^ from moft points of view bears a striking ^rc^fMa- 
blance to an Old Woman cowering. Close bj this rock is 
one of those Fissures or Caverns, which in the language 
of the Couatry are called Dungeons. The other Mountains 
either imm^ately suiround the Vale of Gr^mere^ or 
belong to the same Cluster. 
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IIL 

ft 
There 10 an EEnineDGe,— of these our Jiilb 

The last that parleys with the setting sun. 

We can behold it from our Orchard-seat, 

And, when at evening we pursue our waU( 

Along the public way, this CliiF, so high 

Above us, and so distant in its height. 

Is visible, and often seems to send 

Its own deep quiet to restore our hearts. 

The meteors make of it a favorite haunt : 

The star of Jove, so beautiful and large 

In the mid heav*ns, is never half so &ir 

As when he shines above it. 'Tis in truth 

The loneliest place we have among the clouds. 
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And She who dwells with me^ whom I have lov'd 
With such connnuniqii, ^Mt no place on earth 
Can ever be a solitude to me^ 
Hath ssud^ this lonesome Peak shall bear my Name, 
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IV. 



A narrow girdle of rough stones and cragSj 
A rude and natural causeway, interposed 
Between the water and a winding slope - 
Of copse and thicket, leaves the eastern shore 
Of Grasmerc safe in its own privacy. 
And there, myself and two beloved Friends, 
One calm September morning, ere the mist 
Had altogether yielded to the sun. 
Sauntered on this retired and difficult way. 
—-Ill suits the road with one in haste, but we 
Play*d with our time 5 and, as we strolFd along. 
It was our occupation to observe 
Such obje6b as the waves had toss*d ashore. 
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Feather^ or leaf> or weed> or wither'd boogh, 

Each on the other heap'd along, the line 

Of the dty wreck. And in our vacant mood^ 

Not seldom did We 8top to waich aome tuft 

Of dandelion seed or thistle's beard« 

Which, seeming lifeless half, and half impell'd 

By some internal feeling, skimm'd along 

Close to the surface of the lake thAi lay 

Aileep in a dead calm^ ran closely on 

Along the dead calm lake> now here> now there. 

In all its sportive wanderings all the whUe 

Making report of an inviiiUe breeze 

That wa^ its wings, its chariot, and its horse^ 

Its very playmate, and its moving soul. 

—And ofteil> tri^og with a privilege 

Alike indulged to aU, we paus*d^ one now. 

And now the other, to point out, perchance 

To pluck, sona^ flower or water-Weed, tooifair 

Either to be divided fxada the place 
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On which it grew, or to be left alone 

To its own beaaly. Many such there are^ 

Fair ferns and flowers, and chiefly that tall plant 

So stately, of the Queen Osmunda oam'd. 

Plant lovelier in its own retir*d abode 

On Grasmere's beach, dian Naid by the side 

Of Grecian brook, or Lady of the Mere 

Sole-sitting by the shores of dd Romance. 

*— -So fared we that sweet mombg : from the fields 

Meanwhile, a noisewas heard, the busy mirth 

Of Reapers, Men and Women, Bo^s and Giiia. 

Delighted much to listen to those sounds. 

And in the fashion which I have described. 

Feeding unthinking fencies, we advanc'd 

Along the indented shore 5 when suddenly. 

Through a thin veil of glittering haze, we saw 

Before us on a point of jutting land 

The tall and upright figure of a Man 

Attir'd in peasant's garb, who stood alooe 
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Angling beside the margin of the lake. 
That way we tum*d our steps j nor was it loDg>. 
Ere mal^dDg ready comments on the sight 
Which then we sawt with one and the same voice 
We all cried oot> that he must be indeed 
An idle man, who thus could lose a day 
Of the mid harvest, when the labourer's hire 
Is ample, and some little might be stor*d 
Wherewith to chear him in the winter time* 
Thus talking of that Peasant we approach'd 
Qose to the spot where with his rod and line 
He stood alone ; whereat he turn*d his head 
To greet us — and we saw a man worn down . 
By sickness, gamit and lean, with sunken cheeks 
And wasted limbs> his legs so long and lean 
That for my single self I look'd at them. 
Forgetful of the body they sustain'd. — 
Too weak to labour in the harvest field. 
The man was using his best skill to gain 
VcA, H. N 
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A pittanoe from the dead anfeeling lake 

That knew not of his wants. I wUl not say 

What thoaghts immediately were oan, nor how 

The liappy idleness of that sweet mom^ 

With all its lovely images, was chang*4 

To serioBS musing and to self-reproach. 

Nor did we fail to see within oursdves 

What need there is to be reserved in speech, 

And temper all our thoughts with charity. 

— Therefore^ unwiUing to forget that day. 

My Friend, Myself, and She Who then receivM 

The ssfme admonishment^ have callM the |^ce 

By a memorial name, uncouth indeed 

As e'er by Mariner was giv*n to Bay 

Or Foreland on a new-discover'd coast. 

And, Point Rash-jubgme^tt is the Name it bean. 



y Google 



198 



V. 

To M. H. 

Our walk was fo among the ancient trees : 

There was na road, nor any wood-man's path. 

But the thick umbrage^ checking the wild growth 

Of weed and sapiing, on the soft green turf 

Beneath the branches of itself had made 

A track which brought as to a slip of lawn. 

And a small bed of water in the woods. 

All round this pool both flocks and herds might drink 

On its firm margin, even as from a well 

Or some stone-bason which the Herdsman's hand 

Had shaped for their refreshment, nor did' sun 
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Or wind from any quarter ever cOtnc 
But as a blessing to this calm recess^ 
This glade of water and this one green field. 
The spot was made by Nature for herself: 
The travellers know it not, and 'twill remain 
Unknown io them; bat it is beautiful. 
And if a man should plant his cottage near. 
Should sleep beneath the shelter of its trees. 
And blend its waters with his daily meal. 
He would so love it that in his death-hour 
Its image would survive among his thoughts. 
And, therefore, my sweet Masy, this still nook 
With all its beeches we have named from You. 
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MICHAEL, 

J PASTORAL POEM. 



If from the public way you turn your steps 
Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head Gill> 
You will suppose that with an upright path 
Your feet must struggle ^ in such bold ascent 
The pastoral Mountains front you, face to face. 
fiut> eourage 1 for beside that boisterous Brook 
The mountains have all openM out themselves^ 
And made a hidden valley of their own. 
No habitation there is seen ; but such 
As journey thither find themselves alone 
With a few sheep> with rocks and stones^ and kites 
That oveifaead are satling in the sky. 
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It is in truth an utter solitude^ 

Nor should I have made mention of this Dell 

But for one obj^d which you might pass by. 

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook 

There is a straggling heap of unhewn stones ! 

And to that place a story appertains^ 

Which> though it be ungamish'd with events. 

Is not unfit, I deem, for the fire-side. 

Or for the summer shade. It was the first, - 

The earliest of those tales that spake to me 

Of Shepherds, dwellers in the vallies, men 

Whom I already lov'd, not verily 

For their own sakes, but for the fields and biUt 

Where was their occupation and abode. 

And hence this Tale, while I was yet a boy 

Careless of books, yet having felt the power 

Of Nature, by the gentle agency 

Of natural objects led me on to feel 

For passions that were not my own, and tbuik 
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At random and imperfe^ly indeed 
On man 5 the heart of man and human lifei. 
Therelbre» althoogb it be a history 
Homely and rude> I will relate the same 
For the delight of a few natural hearts^ 
And with yet fonder feelings for the sake 
Of youthfid Poets^ who among these Hills 
Will be my second self when I ^m gone« 



Upon the Forest-sldb in Grasmere Val& 
There dwelt a Shepherd^ Michael was his naroe^ 
An old man^ stoat of hearty and strong of limb. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength : his mind Was keen 
Intense and frugal^ apt for all affairs^ 
And in his Shepherd's calling he was prompt 
And watchful more than ordinary men. , 
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Hence he liad learb'd die meaning of all wbi<bj 
Of UastTcf erery totie> tod oflen-tknes 
When others heeded not, He heard the South 
Make spbtefttmeoosinuslc, like the noise 
Of Bagpipera on dSst^t Highland hills i 
The Shepherd, at such warnings of his flock 
Bethought htdi, and he to himself would say 
The winds are now devising work for me ! 
And truly at all times the storm^ that drives 
The Traveller to a shelter^ summoned him 
Up to the mountains : he had been alone 
Amid the heart of many thousand mists 
That came to him and left him 6a the heights. 
So liv*d he till his eightieth year was pass*d. 

And grossly that man errs^ who should suppose 
That the green Valleys, and the Streams and Qocks 
Were things indiffereat to the Shepherd's thoughts. 
Fields, where with cbearful spirits he had breath*d 
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IliecomiMa air } At hilk> #btch he so oft 

Had climb'd \Hth vigorous atepi ; which had itntirei^d 

So maay IHdidenta upon his mind 

Of hardship^ skUl or courage^ jo)r or ftar; 

Which like a book presenr^d iht memoiy 

Of the dumb animals^ whom he had sav'd^ 

Had fed or shdter'd^ Tinking to toeh diGb, 

So grateful in themselves^ the certainty 

Of honorable gains ; these fields^ these hills 

Whidi were his living Being, even more 

Hian his own Blood^what could tiiey less ? had laid 

Strong hold on his affections, were to him 

A pleasurable feeling of blind love. 

The pleasure which there is in life itsdf. 

He had not passod his days in singleness. 
He had a Wife, a ecttndy Matron, old 
Though younger than Mrnadf futt twenty yean. 
She was a woman of astirring life 
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Whose heart was in her house : two wheels she had 

Of antique form^ this large for spining wooU 

That small for flax^ and if one wheel had res^ 

It was because the other was at work. 

The Pair had but one Inmate in their house. 

An only Child, who had been bom to them 

When Michael telling o*er his years began 

To deem that he was old> in Shepherd's phrase^ 

With one foot in ^he grave. This only son. 

With two brave sheep dogs tried in many a «torm» 

The one of an inestimable worth. 

Made all their Household, I niay truly say. 

That they were as a proverb in the vale 

For endless industry. When day was gone. 

And from their occupations out of doors 

The Son and Father were come home, even then 

Their labour did not cease^ unless when alL . 

Tum'd to their cleanly supper-board, and thero 

Each with a mess of pottage and skimm'd tiiSk^ 
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Sate round their basket piFd with oaten cakes^ 

And their plain home-made cheese. Yet when their meal 

Was end^> Luke (for so the Sda was nam'd) 

And his old Father^ both betook themselves 

To such convenient work, as might employ 

Their hands by the fire-side ; perhaps to card 

Wool for the House-wife s spindle^ or repair 

Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe. 

Or other implement of house or field. 

Down from the eieling by the chimney's edge> 
Which in our ancient uncouth country style 
Did with a huge projedion overbrow 
Large space beneath, Nas duly as the light 
Of day grew dim, the House- wife hung a lamp^ 
An aged utensil, which had perform*d 
Service beyond all others of its kind. 
Early at evening did it burn and late. 
Surviving Comrade of uncounted Hours; 
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Whipb foiDg Iqr from y^tr to jrear liad fimod 
And left the Coofi^ neitber g9j perhaps 
Nor obearfoli yd Ytth otjefii and with hopes 
Living a life of eager indiutiy. 
And noir> when Lukb was in his eightsendiycar. 
There by the light of this old lan^ thejr sate» 
Father and SoD» while late into the night 
The Hoose-wife plied her own peculiar work. 
Making the cottage thro' the nlent hoon 
Mannar as with the, soond of summer flies. 
Not with a waste of words, but for t^e sake 
Of pleasure, which I know that I shall give 
To many living now, I of this Lamp 
Speak thus minutely : for there are no fow 
Whose memories will bear witness to my tale. 
The Light was £unous in its neighbourhood. 
And was a public Symbol of the life. 
The thrifty Pair had livU For, as it chandd. 
Their Cottage on a plot of rising ground 
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Stood iipglc;, wijdi hrg/^ pro^^ North ^Soutb, 

High into Easi^e, up to Dwuoal-Raaae* 

And Weotwird toV^e village pear the hAn^ 

And from tbi» constant light so rc|;nlar 

An4 «o far aeen, the Houa^ itself by all 

Who dwelt wijthin the limits of th^ vale. 

Both old and yooagt was nam*d The Eveniog Star.. 

Thus living on through such ^ length of years. 
The Shepherds if be lov*d himself^ must needs 
Have ]ov*d bis Help-mate^ but to Michael's hearty 
This Son of his old age was yet more dear — 
Effed which might perhaps have l^u produced 
By that instin^ve tenderness^ the sapoe 
Blind Spirit^ which is in the blood of all. 
Or that a child, more than all other gifts. 
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thougbtt. 
And stirrings of inquietude^ when they 
By tendi^cy of nature needs must fail. 
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Prom 8!}di> and otlier caotes, to the thoagtilf 
Of the dd Man his only. Son was now 
The dearest obje& that he knew on earth. 
Exceeding was the love be bare to him. 
His Heart and his Hearths joy ! For oftentimes 
Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms. 
Had done him iemale service, not alone 
For dalliance and delight, as is the use 
Of Fathers, bnt with patient mind enforc*d 
To ads of tenderness -, and he had rock'd 
His cradle with a woman's gentle hand. 

And in a later time, ere yet the Boy 

Had put on Boy's attire,* did Michael love. 

Albeit of a stern unbending mind, 

To have theyoung one in his sight, when he 

Had work by his own door, or when he sate 

With sheep before him on his Shepherd's stool. 

Beneath that Idrge old Oak, which near their door 
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Stood^ and from it's enormouB breadth of shade 
Chosen for the Shearer's covert from the san> 
Thence in our rustic dialed was caird 
The Clipping Treb^* a name which yet it bean. 
There, while they two were sitting in the shade. 
With others round them, earnest all and blithe. 
Would Michael exercise his heart with looks 
Of fond corredion and reproof bestow'd 
Upon the child, if he disturb*d the sheep 
By catching at their legs, or with his shouts , 
Scar d them, while they lay still beneath the shears. 

And when by Heaven*s good grace the Boy grew up 
A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek 
Two steady roses that were five years old. 
Then Michael from a winter coppice cut 
With his own hand a sapling, which hehoop*d 

* Clipping is the word used in the North of England for 
shearing. 

Vd. II. O 
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Wilb- itoo, itoaking it throwghout in all 
Due reqtiisttes a perfbft Shepherd's StaiF, 
And gave it to the Boy ; wherewith eqnipp'd 
He as a Watchman oftentimes was placed 
At gdte or gap, to stem or turn the flock, 
And to hi^ office prematurely call'd 
There stood the urchin, as you will divine. 
Something between a hindrance and a help. 
And for this cause not always, 1 believe. 
Receiving from his Father hire of praise. 
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While thig good household thus were living on 

From day to day^ to Michael's ear there came 

Distressfol tidings. Long before the time 

Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been bound 

In surety for his Brother's Son> a man 

Of an industrious life, and ample means. 

But unforeseen mbfbrtunes suddenly 

Had press'd upon him, and old Michael now 

Was summon'd to discharge the forfeiture, 

A grievous penalty, but little less 

Than half his substance. This un*look*d for claim 

At the first hearing, for a moment took 

More hope out of his life than he supposed 

That any M man ever could have lost 

A| soon as he had gathered so much strength 

That he codd look his trouble m the face. 

It seem*d that his sole refuge was to sell 

A porticm of hb patrimonial fields. 

Such was his first resolve 3 he thought again. 
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And his heart failed him. *' Isabel/* said he. 
Two evenings after he had heard the news, 
'^ I haive been toiling more than seventy jeafs^ 
And in the: open sun-shine of Grod*s love 
Have we all liv'd, yet if these fields of ours 
Should pass into a Stranger's hand, I think 
That I could not lie quiet in my grave. 
Our lot is a- bard lot ; the Sun itself 
Has scarcely been more diligent than I, 
And I have liv'd to be a fod at last 
To my own family. An evil Man 
That was, and made an evil choice, if he 
Were false to us -, and if he were not false. 
There are ten thousand to whom loss like thia 
Had been no sorrow* I forgive him— bat 
*Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus. 
When I be^m, my purpose was to spea^ 
Of remedies and of a chearful hope. 
Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel ; the land 
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Shall not go from os^ and it shall be free. 
He shall possess it, free as is the mnd 
That passes cyver it. We have, thou kopwostj 
Another Kinsman, he will be our friend 
In this distress. He is a prosperous man> 
Thriving in trade, and Lake to him shall go. 
And with his Kinsman's help and his own thrift. 
He quickly will repair this loss, and then 
May come again to us. If here he stay, 
^bat can be done ? Where every one is poor 
What can be gain'd r" At this, the old man paus*d. 
And Isabel sate silent, for her rnind 
Was busy, looking back into past times. 
There's Richard Bateraan, thought she to herself. 
He was a parish*boy — at the church-door 
They made a gathering for him, shillings, pence. 
And halfpennies, wherewith the Neighbours bought 
A Basket, which they fiird with Pedlar's wares. 
And with this Basket on his arm, the Lad 
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Went up to London^ found a Master there> 
Who out of many chose the trusty Boy 
To go aifd OTerlbotc bis merchandise 
B^ond the aeas^ where he greiir wond'rous rich, 
And left estates and monies to the poor. 
And at his birth-place built a Chapel, floor'd 
With Marble, vrhich he sent from foreign lands.* 
These thoughts, and many others of like sort, 
Fas8*d quickly thro' the mind of Isabel, 
And her face brightened. The Old Man was glad,. 
Arid thu^ resumed. *' Well ! Isabel, this scheme 
These two days has been meat and drink to me. 
Far more than we have lost is left us yet. 
— ^We have enough — I wish indeed that I 
Were younger, but this hope is a good hope. 
— ^Make ready Luke's best garments, of the best 
Buy for him more, and let us send him forth 
To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night : 
—If he could go, the Boy should go to-night." 
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Here Michael ceased, and to the fields went forth 
With a light hearts The. Hpu&e- wife for Eve d^ys 
Was restless mom and night, and all day long 
Wrought on wkb b& heai,&n%^ to prepare 
Things . ineedfbl for ibe jouraey of her Son. . , 
But Isabdl waif g^d wJaJdn-Suiiday camje 
To stop her ia fecT work j . :for> when she lay 
By Michael's side« she for the two last Bights 
Heard him, how he was troud^led in his sleep : . 
And when they rose at fiNrnirngshe could see 
That all his hopes werejgone. That day at noon 
She said to Luke, ti^hile they two by tJiemselves 
Were fitting at the door, " Thou must not go. 
We have no 6ther CMld but thee to lose. 
None to reaaiGnri>er-*-do not go away. 
For if thou lea^e thgr Father he will die." 
The Lad made answer with a jocund voice, 
Aod Isabel, when she had told hex fears, 
Recover'd heart. That evening her best fare 
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Did she bring forth> and all together sate 
like happy people round a Christmas fire. 

Next morning Isabel resum'd her work. 
And all the ensuing week the house af^pear'd 
As cheerfulas a grove in Spring: at length 
The expe6ted letter from their Kinnnan came, 
With kind assurances that he would do 
His utmost for the welftre of the Boy, 
To which requests were added that forthwith 
He might be sent to him. Teti times or more 
The letter was read over 5 Isabel 
Went forth to shew it to the nttghboure round : 
Nor was there at diat time on English Land 
A prouder heart than Luke's. When Isabel 
Had to her house retum'd, the Old Man said, 
" He shall depart to-morrow." To this word 
The House-wife answered, talking much of tMngs 
Which, if at such short notice he should go. 
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Would surely be forgotten. But at length 

She gave consent^ and Michael was at oase. ^ 

Near the tumultuous brook of Green-head Gillj 

In that deep Valley, Michael had design'.d 

To build a Sheep-fold* and>; before he heard 

The tidings of his melancholy \ou. 

For this same purpose he had gathered up 

A heap of stones* which close to the brook side 

Lay thrown together* ready for the work. 

With Luke that evening thitherward he walk*d $ 

And soon as diey had reach'd the place he stopp*d> 

And thus the Old Man spake to him. " My Son* 

To-morrow thou wilt leave me ; with full heart 

I look upon thee* for thou art the same 

That wert a promise to me ere thy birth* 

And all thy life hast been my daily joy. 

I will rdate to thee some little part 

Of our two histories 5 'twill do diee good. 
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When thou art from me, even if I shoold speak 
Of things thou canst not know of.«— After thou 
First cam'st into the worlds as it befalls 
To new-^m infants^ thou didst sleep away 
Two days, and blessings fhnn thy Father's tongue 
Then fell upon thee. Day by day passed on. 
And still I lov*d thee with eacreasing love. 
Never to living ear came sweeter sounds 
Than when I heard thee by our own fire-side 
First uttering without words a natural tune. 
When tfaott, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy 
Sing at thy Mother*s breast Month followed month. 
And in the open fields my life wds pass'd 
And in the mountains, else I think that thou 
Hadstbeen brought up upon thy father's knees. 
— ^But we were playmates, Luke ; among these hills. 
As well thou know'st, in us the old and young 
Have play'd together, ncr with me didst thou 
Lack any pleasure which a boy can know.** 
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Luke had a manly heart ; but at these words 

He sobb*d aldiid ', the Old Man grasp'd his hand^ 

And 6aid, " Nay do hot take it so — I see 

That these are things of which I heed not speak. 

— Even to ttie utmost I have been to thee 

A kind and a good Father r arid herein 

I but repay a gifl which I myself 

Receiv*d at others hands, for, though now old 

Beyond the bomnlon life bf man, I still 

Remembier them who loV'd the ih my youth. 

Both of them sleep together : here they liv*d. 

As i\\ their Forefathers had dbne^ and when 

At length their tijne was come> they were not loth 

To giVfe their bqslies to the family mold. 

I wished that thou should'st lire the life they liv'd. 

But *tis a long time to look back, my Son, 

And see so little gain from sixty years. 

These fiields were burthen*d when they catne to me ; 

'Till I \fra8 forty years of age, hot more 
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Than half of my inheritance was mine. 
I toil'd and toil*d; God bless'd me in my work. 
And 'till these three weeks past the land was free. 
—It looks as if it never could endure 
Another Master. Heaven £:>rgive mCj Luke^ 
If I judge ill for thee« but it seems good 
That thou should*st go.'* At this the Old Man paus'd^ 
Then^ pointing to the Stones near which they 8tood> 
Thus> after a short silence^ he resumM : 
" This was a work for us, and nowj my Son> 
It is a work for me. But, lay one Stone- 
Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands. 
I for the purpose brought thee to this place. 
Nay, Boy, be of good hope : — ^we both may live 
To see a better day. At eighty-four 
I still am strong and stout i— do thou thy part| 
I will do mine. — I will begin again 
With many tasks that were resign'd to thee ; 
Up to the heights, and in among the storms^ 
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Win I withont thee go again^ and do 
All works which I was wont to do alone. 

Before I knew thy face. Heaven bless thee^ Boy ! 

Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast 

With many hopes — ^it should be so — ^yes — ^yes— 

I knew that thou could*st never have a wish 

To leave me, Luke, thou hast been bound to rte . 

Only by links of love, when thou art gone 

What will be left to us I — But, I forget 

My purposes. Lay now the comer-stone. 

As I requested, and hereafter, Luke, 

When thou art gone away, should evil men 

Be thy companions, let this Sheep-fold be 

Thy anchor and thy shield ; amid all fear 

And all temptation, let it be to thee 

An enablem of the life thy Fathers liv*dj 

Who, being innocent, did for that cause 

Bestir them in good deeds. Now, fare thee well— 

When thou retum*8t, thou in this place wilt see 
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A work which i^ not hjerc> ^ covoaaot 

Twill be between v^ -. bjit whaterer &te 

5«fell tbee^ I shall love thee to the last^ 
And l^r thy memoiy with m^ to the i^ave." 

The Shepherd eoded here j and Luke stooped down> 
And ^ Mis Father had requested^ laid 
The first stone of t}ie Sheep-fold $ at the sight 
The Old Man's gfief broke frpm hip^^ tp his heart 
He press'd jbia Son« l^e kissed him and w^ ; 
And to the Hpnae togpf^ they return'd. 

Next momingi, ^ had bee^.resolv*d^ the ^97 
Began his j^o^piey^ afld.wl>et^heh^dfj^a(cb*d 
The public Way, he put c^ a polld face 3 
And all the Ne^bpvin aa ^cjiiass'd their doosi ' 
Came forth, with ^i^es ^d with &l:oweU pray'ts. 
That follo^'d bim 'till he uras 09t <tf sight. 
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A good report $d from their Kinsman come. 

Of Luke and his well-doing j and the Boj 

Wrote loving letters, full of wond'rous news, 

Which^ as the House-'vi^ife phrased it, were tbrouj^ont 

The prettiest letters that were ever seen. 

Both patents read them with rejoicing hearts. 

So, many months pass'd on : and once again 

The Shepherd went about his daily work 

With confident and cheerful thoughts; and now 

Sometimes when he cpuld find a leisure hour 

He to that valley took his way, and there 

Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meantime Luke began 

To slacken in his duly, and at length 

He in the dissolate city gave himself 

To evil courses : ignominy and shame 

Fell on hipa, so that be was driven at last 

To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas. 
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There is a comfort in the strength of lore ; 
Twill make a thing endurable^ which else 
Would break the heart : — Old Michael found it to. 
I have conversed with more than one who well 
Remember the CMd Man^ and what he was 
Years afler he had heard this heavy news. ' 
His bodily frame had been from yoath to age 
Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks 
He went^ and still look*d up upon the sun. 
And li8ten*d to the wind -, and as before 
Perform*d all kinds of labour ibr his Sheep, 
And for the land his small inheritance. 
And to that hollow Dell from time to time 
Did he repair, to build the Fbld of which 
His flock had need. "lis not forgotten jet 
The pity which was then in every heart 
For the Old Man-— and 'tis bdieVd by all 
That many and many a day he thither went> 
And never lifted up a single stone* 
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There^ by the Sheep-fold, sometimes was he seen. 
Sitting alone, with that his ^ithful Dog, 
Then old, beside him, lying at bis feet. 
The length of full seven years from time to time 
He at the boilding of this Sheeprfold wrought^ 
And left the work unfinished when he died. 

Three years, or little raore> didlsabdv 

Survive her Husband : at her death the estate 

Was sold, and w^nt into a Stranger's hand. 

The Cottage which was nam'd The Evening Star 

Is gone, the ploughshare has been through, the ground. 

On which it stood $ great changes^ have been wrought 

In all the neighbourhood, yet the Oak is left 

That grew beside their Door y and the remains 

Of the unfinished ^heep'»fold may be seen 

Beside the boisterous brook of Green-bead GilL. 

Vol. 11. P 
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NOTES TO TBK F06M of TliE BR£)TH£RS. 



Pag^ 2(3 — line 20 " There were two springs that bubbled 
side by side.'* The impressive circumstance here described, 
a£lua]ly took place some ywfs ago in this country, upon an 
eminence called Kidstow .Pike, one of the highest of the 
mountains that surround Hawes-water. The summit of the 
pike was stricken by lightning •; and every trace of one of the 
fountains disappeared, while the other continued -to flow as 
before. 

NorE IJ. 

I*agc 2Q— line 5 «* The thought of death ^its ^sy oh the 
mnn," &jc. There is not amy thing tAore worthy of femai^E 
in the qianners of the inhaibitants of th^se mount^ns, than 
the tranquillity, I might say mdifierence, with which they 
think and talk upon the subjeft of death. Some of Ac coun* 
try church.ya.Kis, as hese^esctibed^ do fiot ccwjtain a-snagle 
tombstone, and most of them have a very small number. 
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NbTES TO THE POCM OF MICHAEL. 



Page 2is~iliac 14 ** Tfaen^s Richard Batenum," Uc The 
Aory alluded to here is well known in the country. The 
chapel is called Ings Chapel ; and is on the right hand side 
of the road leading from Kendal to Ambleside. 



Page 217— line 4 ^< had design'd to build a sheq^- 

fold." &c. It may bt proper to inform some readers, that ft 
sheep-fold in these mountains is an unroofed building of stone 
walls, with different divisions. It is generally placed by the 
aide of a brootc, for the convenience of washing the sheep ; 
but it is also useful as a shelter for them, and as a place to 
drive them into^ to enable the shepherds conveniently to 
single oat one or more for any particular purpose. 



END. 
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ERRATA. 



Preface^ p. zi. line ii, for Li2creti»— ie«d Lucretius.' 

Page 145, line x^ vol. ii. place a comma after the words 
« disconsolate cfeature," and omit the comma 
after " perhaps" 

F^;ei47,line 5^ vol. ii. for " both grey red andgreen^** 
substitute grej, scarlet, and. green. 
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